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was sick with a bleeding ulcer. Bess and Grace didn't know
that it was not an ulcer but a wound. He had been stabbed
with an ice pick. They said they were going to take him down
to see Gary for a visit—he hadn't seen Gary for years—and
Gaylen said, "I'm hung over." Bessie said, "What did you do
to get so drunk last night?" He told her it was the anniversary
of Harry Houdini's death, and he always celebrated that.

One night, close after midnight, Janet called. Gaylen
was very ill, and they had no money for a cab. Would Grace
take him to the hospital. So Grace went out to the motel where

Gaylen was living with Janet, and they went .from there to the
hospital in Milwaukie. He could not get admitted. He had
neither a welfare card nor a doctor.

The^suggested he be taken to Oregon City Hospital up 

on the hill. There, they were told again that he had neither 
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a welfare card nor a doctor. It was now about 2 in the morning,
and the next hospital also said no. Grace said she would
sign for his treatment, whatever it cost, the hospital
said he did not have a doctor.

Later, Grace learned it was illegal to refuse them. Now
they just went to the only place Grace believed could not turn
them away, the Oregon Medical School Emergency Hospital. It
was a quarter to three. Grace thought: This boy is going to
die in the back seat of my car.

At the Medical School they were told that they would have
to wait, and my God, they sat there until a quarter after five.
Nobody came to see them. Gaylen, by now, was in considerable
pain. In that pain, he stood up and told the women he would
wait no longer, and he started to walk home by himself. They
were obliged to get up and drive away with him. Grace said
goodbye at the motel. Grace said, Call me if I can help you,
and she went home thinking they could lay her out next to a
basket case and little to choose.

<

A day later, Grace got a letter from Gary. There was

$50 in it as partial payment for $100 she had advanced him to

get a new set of teeth, but the rest of the letter was terrifying

to her. His hatred for the prison seemed uncontrollable. He
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spoke of violence in a way she could not comprehend, for it
was altogether outside every conversation or understanding
they had ever had of each other.

At this point, Grace said to herself, "I only have so
much energy. I have children and grandchildren. I can't carry

this. I can't keep up with the pull in all these directions.
I am a devout coward."

She called Bessie and said with all the love in the world,
and I will not stop the way I feel for you, I just have to
pull out.

Bessie understood. There was no bad-mouthing. Grace just
very gently pulled out, and that was it. She never saw any
of them again.

Later she heard that Gaylen had died, and that Bessie
took on the costs of two guards bringing Gary to the funeral.
The guards were decent and dressed in regular clothes and stood

way back. Nobody knew Gary was in custody. Afterward, Bessie
went over personally and paid the guards while she was thanking 
them.
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VIII THE SHADOWS OF THE DREAM

October 7th

Angel Nicole.
I'm at the joint now. Just got here. I seem to be in

the hole. A single cell with a fucked up mattress, no pillow
and somebody else's dirty paper plates on the floor. . .They
gave me a pair of white coveralls to wear and I hate to wear
coveralls. Too tite in the crotch.

October 8th

This mornin they brought me a pillow., Wow! I'm shittin

in tall cotton now!

I was given a brief rundown on the place by a lieuten­

ant and a caseworker. I asked them about visits and they said

that you would be able to see me. Even though we are not
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legally married you will be able bo visit me. One hour a week
on Friday morning between 9 and 11 o'clock. Listed you on
the visiting form as NICOLE GILMORE (BARRETT) and under "Re­
lationship" I put common law wife—fiancee. I would like you
to use my name but of course your identification says Barrett—
and they will probably ask you for I.D.

I had a phone call from my mother. She was crying at
first but when I got thru talkin to her I could feel her smile
a little. Just a little. She can't walk now, she told me,
she can move across che room I guess, but thats about it. She
hadn't told me this before but I sort of knew. She could
hardly walk the last time I seen her and that was in Dec. '74.

Well, I'm listening again to the noises that I have grown
to hate. The noise of men who are locked up 24 hrs, a day. Its

not the men I hate, its the noise that these conditions create,
the noise of frustration, boredom beyond belief, anger, insanity
—"Dark thoughts of mayhem on a dull steel nite..."

October 9th
I don't know if I've told you of my feelings of the Civil

War before—I probably have. You won't be surprised anyway to
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know that all of my sympathies lie with the South

Right or Wrong, they Believed—toward the end that's all
they had to fight on; belief and courage. They were out of
supplies--out of food and ammunition and the things it takes
to fight a war. But they almost won. They came within a
hair of winning that most bloody of wars.

"When Honest Abe heard the news about your fall,
The folks thot he'd throw a great victory ball,
But he asked the band to play Dixie, for you
Johnny Reb—and for all that you believed—
Your fought all the way Johnny Reb, Johnny Reb,
You fought all the way."
Oh well, its one of the things in history that appeal to

me, like also the Alamo.

What is to become of us Nicole? I know you wonder. And
the answer is simply: By love. . .we can become more than
the- situation.

Nicole my inclination is to let them execute me. If I
were to drop the appeals they would be forced to either commute

the sentence or carry it out. I don't think they would commute it.
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The decision is not really mine alone to make. I
cannot ask you to commit suicide. I thot at one time that
I could but I can't. If I am executed and you do commit
suicide well to be simply honest I guess that is what I would

want.
But Im not going to put it on you by asking you to do

that.

October 11

I wrote to my mother Friday after she called me here. I
have never before spoken to my mother in the way that I talked
to her two days ago. Although the feeling between my mom
and I runs deep it has always been expressed in surface tones.

Anyhow, I told my mom of the love you and I have for each other.
I told her that I can't and don't want to, explain just what

happened that resulted in this. I did tell her that thru a life­
time of lonely frustration I have allowed weak bad habits to
develop that have left me somewhat evil. That I don't like

being evil and that I desire to not be evil anymore.

Oh, Nicole, there comes a time where a person must have

the courage of their convictions. You know I've spent about
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18 years of my 35 locked up. I've hated every moment of it
but I've never cried about it. I never will. But I am tired
of it, Nicole. I hate the routine, I hate the noise, I hate
the guards, I hate the hopelessness it makes me feel, that
anything and everything I do is just to pass the time. Prison
maybe affects me more than most people. It drains me. Every­
time I've been locked up I guess I've felt so hopeless about
it that I've allowed myself to sink so fully into it that, well,
its resulted in me spending more time in jail than I've probably
had to. If that makes sense.

You are a very strong girl, a very strong soul. You know
that, and you know that I know it. You had to get that strength
somewhere, you're not simply born with it. I mean you can
bring it from an earlier life, but you had to originally earn
it by overcoming something hard. We are only stronger than the
things we overcome. •



Oct. 13

The bravest people are those who've overcome the greatest
amounts of fear.

I just hate fear. I think that fear is sort of a sin in
a way. . .

I may shortly, next month, be faced with more fear than
I've ever known before. . .1 can't say what I will feel when
and if that time comes. . ■ I sort of feel that all my life
has been building to this.



-941-

October 15th

The guard just brought the canteen back and I asked him
about my letters--he said that I couldn't have 'em, not right
now anyhow—he said the lieutenant opened one of them and
read it and decided there was too much 'bitterness' in it so
he sent them all over to the warden—I might get them next
week and I might not. Don't they know that they are making
me feel bitter and bad by holding up my mail?! I wish I could
explain to you the way these people think--they think they have
to interfere and know everything.

If you come to see me and they won't let you in, go to
the Warden, his name is Sam Smith. Don't argue or get angry
with him--people in his position don't have to listen to
arguments, they are a power unto themselves, just explain that
we are engaged to be married and that the visits, and our
letters, mean an awful lot to both of us.

Now they don't want me to be upset. Put they take my
mail------------------ Whew!

<

sation. All these two me>Sicans^!ralk about is pimpin bitches
how sharp they are. Littlc^&^aseball turds. I've heard all /
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never ^afie s’^tToff* 1 pSTH^?

I'm not s,ay^g^its right to break the law. I'm not

ure bullshit--es^nce of bullshit.

they exist are wrong.

to penitentiary.

October 17th

I ain't had a nite's sleep since I been here. They keep
the lites on outside the bars 24 hrs, a day. I hang my towel
up at nite to shut out some of the lite and they wake me up
when they count and threaten to take my fuckin mattress if I
don't take the towel down. It's insane.

KatheaM-i^ffwas in a state about Nicole. Things were bad
enough when Gary was at the county jail, but then Nicole was
just going from Springville to Provo. Now, it was different.
Hitchhiking to the prison Im tuiun n ;h T>'1 L.iiiL Greve**,

*
ambiBlnw ant? "fl~FWTr~nf€

Wrau 0JJF1W1 mean—

KathOTMWw^tried to talk about Gary, but it wasn't very

successful. • "How's he seem’," Kathanim*  would ask, and Nicole
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wy * *would answer, "How? How could he seem?" Then, Kath«*«*̂
found out through Kathy, her sister, that Gary had been laying
a lot of special stuff on Nicole, He was telling her he wanted
to die. Nicole was very quiet about this and sometimes would
say she wanted Gary to have what he wanted. Katl^fissi^^eally

got scared when Nicole said that her kids would be better off
with her mother-in-law, Marie Barrett.

They got into a big fight over that. Kath«*Lne-  said a
lot of mean things she didn't even feel. To begin with, she
was afraid of hitchhiking, so got on Nicole's ass over that.
Of course, it was just the beginning. "Look," Kathwrrie- would
say, "he's no good. He's nothing but a damned killer and he
deserves the death penalty. No," she would correct herself,
"that's too good for him."

saving t ftob‘e~~I’^f3?£6

^^.'T'cls who

Kath
pretended. She thought
even fe/^bad for him,

really feeling as angry at Gary as she
Gary was out of it. Secretly, she might
but she wasn't about to let Nicole know.
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as scared.Kat She knew the more afraid you were, the
faster you had to act tough and mean. She just had to find a
way to stop Nicole from going up to the prison. All KatliW<ne 
could see for the future was that when they executed Gary,
Nicole was going to go to pieces.

It was one big argument. At the end, Nicole was yelling
and hollering. That, at least, was better than silence. Finally
she said, as she always did, "I don't want to hear a goddamned
thing you got to say." "You bet you don't want to hear it,"

MHsaid Kath®»ea». "Only why don't you have a little compassion
for the people who really have it coming to them, like those
two women^
just go and blow a man's head off. That's just fine." "I don't
care," said Nicole, "what he's done."

"Oh, Nicole, why, whyA" asked Kath«=±i±e=3 "Why in the 

That was fine, wasn't it," Kathrauane said. "You can

hell are you going up there?
"Because he has nobody else. I'll go there every single 

day until they execute him. In fact," said Nicole, "I'll go

up there and I'll watch it."
"How could you?" shrieked Kath«K==^: ,

The quarrel came down to simpler stuff, and they both 
got quiet. "Well, if you need a ride," said KathSiww*,  "for

Christ's sake, if you need to get up there, why don't you 

call one of us." "Well, you work," said Nicole, "and I don't 
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want to bother you." "Dammit," said Kathcftcne, "it don't make 
any difference if I'm working. I can take you up, or my
mother will take you up, or Kathy." Kathy was there and said,
"Yes, I'll take you." "Yeah," said Kath^j^r^^ "dammit, don't

be hitchhiking." "Well," said Nicole, "I don't want to waste 
the time to drop off here.

the prison once and took Nicole back, even he told he.

:all us here at work.
ight o'clock in the morning

ou all .thi e- wa

Listen, girl, I don't

too much," but she' never did call.

he can take off and go>with you. I don' like hitchhiking, a

Oucimuii1 fui 'WliJili 'Ad th

er .if^'you want to go atIt don't ma'
our mother's working

t worries your.. her." Nicole just laughed^. She said, "Oh,

hitchhiking. I^iy’Su need awant y

OrXTricj1,' ''OiT?

..-EVeh i
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October 18th

It's a Goddam shame they just don't give me my mail.
Fucks me up! It's so easy to get in trouble in these places
behind shit like this. If I get pissed off and say anything
I am automatically in the wrong—whether I'm right or wrong.

Well, I guess nobody ever said it had to be fair.

I explained to the lieutenant that if there was any
"bitterness" in your letter in that it was pretty understandable
in view of the sentence I just got. He seemed to understand
that. But he told me that it would be best if you mailed your
letters from now on. He also said we gonna have to cool it a
little with the "love-makin" in the visitin room. I told him
we was just glad to see each other (an understatement). He
said he can understand that—he's human, too, I didn't know,
but rules are rules and he don't wanna have to warn us too many
times.

Here's some verses from The Sensitive .Plant. It's by
Percy Bysshe Shelley.
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And the leaves, brown, yellow and gray, and red
and white with the whiteness of what is dead,
like troops of ghosts on the dry wind passed;
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast.

I dare not guess; but in this life
Of error, ignorance, and strife,
Where nothing is, but all things seem,
And we the shadows of the dream.

October 19th

Fucks me up about that motherfuckin Hawiian and that
other motherfucker - that ex-con. I ain't got anything
against Sue but you said in one of your letters that she's
always tryin to get you to go out with her boyfriend's boy­
friend and that fucking Hawiian probably came over because
of Sue. I don't know why you even let that Hawaiian even stay
in your house that long — Jesus, baby, fuck that. Just make
it clear to the motherfucker that he's gotta go. And I wish
you'd make it clear to Sue that you don't need boyfriends.

You don't have to let some asshole set in your living
room while he's waitin for his friend to come get him — let
him go sit in the gutter.
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The reason you couldn't find that word in the dictionary 
is because you read it wrong -- or I didn't write it right
anyhow it's TAUTOLOGIC not TANTOLOGIC. Look again.

I've considered outright asking you to commit suicide.
I've thot of telling you that I would assume all the debt, if
there were any to be paid if you did commit suicide. I would if
I could. But how can I make an offer like that when I don't
know what it would cause if you were to do that. Angel, are
we now being given a chance to relive something that we've
fucked up in an earlier life???

That could as easily be what is happening as anything 
else.

Look, I've told you I ain't much afraid about any of 
this—well, I am afraid of making the wrong choice. I'm 
afraid of hurting us. I don't want to hurt US.

Lu bur

and wrap it around me warm and wgf and hot and sticky am
•^8,11
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ide-Boofie' and Tay’ori me and~~lay unclef
and your pretty- legs'"so high anil

jjjl^a^aa&=sjrq-h And run wet and warm intorhy mouth.
nd lick andrrpTb‘B~e and suck and love^and feel you explode

in my mouth for me to kis ite around me and put your c
with your head so cld

Sue was seeing all the changes in Nicole. In the be­
ginning, When Gary had first been at the county jail, Nicole
had really wanted to go out with guys. Maybe she was in love
with Gary, as she said, but she was also enjoying that Barrett
wasn't on her, Gary wasn't on her, Joe Bob wasn't, nobody.
She and Sue started going out together. Sometimes they'd
bring a couple of guys home. fofr-bgs—-they uses 

te=«M4 y ■

Then it started. Nicole didn't want to see guys any
more. After the trial, Nicole would sit and read letters all
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Sometimes Sue would even see her writing at four or five in
the morning. She couldn't stop. It was like smoking.

She would try not

:Si;tk-,UP

s letters. Some w Id make her
g, but you could see her readlet Sue know she was c'r*V

w^th red eyes^^Some tears would’’ me down her cheeks. Then

^Wi-eO‘dreJJwuTd''laugh at the funny”things“W

A couple of weeks after he was at the prison, Nicole
became really excited. "Yes," she said to Sue, "he's not going
to fight it. He wants to die. He's going to die." Sue starred
to say what she thought of that and Nicole said, "If he wants
to die, he's got the right." From that point on, you couldn't
tell Nicole otherwise.

One day, hearing Sue talk about her Valiumv.-fecd to
r—iTTd Nicole asked, "How many 

would you take if you wanted to kill yourself?" Just asked
it one night while sitting around, calmly as all hell. Sue

never thought nothing of it. Just said, "Well, I don't know.
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I don't wish to try, so I don't know." Sue never gave it
any thought, but as the days went by, and Nicole got moodier
and moodier, Sue began to worry now and again.

October 20

I am reminded constantly of the almost awesome unreal
situation we are in. I have to accept it--I have no choice--
you choose to accept it. You amaze me, the utter strength
and beauty you show. It would be so easy for me to die; I have
but to fire those two idiot lawyers drop all appeals walk out
of here Monday Nov. 15 at 8 AM and quickly ard easily be shot
to death. If you choose to join me it would be much harder
for you would have to do it yourself by whatever means you
decide on: sleepin pills, gun, razor blade whatever—it would
have to be by your own hand—and that's hard, I know. I'm
also not blind, to the fact that you believe a heavy debt is
incurred when a person commits suicide. I'm also not unaware
of Sunny and Peabody. Oh, Jesus! There's no reason why you
should acquire a debt that I may not if I am simply shot to
death. Baby l*m  not asking or tell, you to go with me. I just

can't do that. But I've told you that's what I want—if that's
a contradiction well, I can't help it. I'm just trying to be
honest.
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Lng my lift
was a reaJ**neat  creek, all woods and stfrajnmin holes where
usflg^to swim naked and when I was alone I'

fucked up and shitty all day,;'" Depresse®.

When I was a li.t.feTe kl^d-^T used to sing all the ti
I'd go down to .Jdlinson Creek, thi~§<was in Portland—and

ell is too small;Down. This fuckiri
I've f

October 21

October 22

id

I—

uld wjJJJLnjgj-y shcxw-to-upu-

little, in my own mind^g they wouldn't seem so ba

can't feel my ove. Baby it's there!
'Oh Baby.You said in your letter tlTat somgE-fme's1

hour of everyday. I send it all to yoevery moment, eve

I want to give u al-j that I am. I want you to know
all of me. Even tfygg-thi that I don't particularly like
about myself have always*\prt  of hidden or altered,

change

e> © ,Goddam, this is a noisy place. Some fool ass fool is
in the background screaming, screaming for no other reason

than to scream. I'd like to put one of my size Il's right in his 

ass. This is football season and there seems to be a game on 
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every nite. I hate football and I hate to listen to these
nuts screechin everytime some sonofabitch gains a couple yards.

Well, fuck that. I just never was one to make a lot
of noise and I can't understand how other dudes can make all
that noise all day and nite. I don't even like to talk from
these cells — it's weird carryin on a conversation with some­
one you can't see -- think of a whole gang of motherfuckers
locked in cells all day and nite and about 10 different conver­
sations going on at once — some of them clear from one end of
the building to the other.

I was hopin' it would stay quiet in here for a while. But
it never does. These doors, Jesus, how they clang and bang. The
motherfuckin' TV blasts all day. I hear those guys all day
long fakin' votes about what to watch — it takes five or ten
minutes — some fool reads the whole TV Guide hourly, loud as
he can, then they vote on each idiotic show. Insane. The Boob
Tube, meant to provide entertainment and that's why I use
that word insane.

Well, you know I've done a lot of time — and it ain't
never been any different than it is now. ,

October 23
I woke up and I had been dreaming about the Silver Dollar.

I hate that place. I felt so much hatred for that place in my 
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dream. I want to take dynamite and blow it off the map. It's
just a feeling, I don't have areasons, my dream wasn't un­
pleasant or anything. There is just in me a heavy hatred for
the Silver Dollar. An urge to destroy it and everybody in it.

Strange and curious.
Cause I feel I should hate that place. ■

Nicole wrote Gary about a girl hitch-hiker who was raped
and then knifed 20 or 30 times by some creep in a white van
who picked her up hitch-hiking. The papers were full of the
dangers of hitch-hiking. She wrote that she wasn't afraid of
that creep or any other. If she was ever in such a situation,
nobody was going to make it with her body,unless she was not
in it. She would fight to that extreme, before she would let
it happen.

He didn't say very much in reply and Nicole was glad be-
7

cause she didn't want to talk about it either. She realized
it was her way of trying to apologize for the last time with
the ex-president of the Sundowners.

Sometimes while hitchhiking, she would have a flash on
her death. In her mind she would see the car she was in jumping

off the freeway. She would wonder then what would happen in

the next moment when she was dead. The thought was like an
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echo, and she would keep seeing the car going off the freeway.
In her head she kept repeating that moment of being alive for
the last second. Then she would feel the fear that death might
be a mistake. What if in that last moment, just as it was
happening, she realized that it was truly a mistake? That was
the only fear she had, that she might not have the right to
die. She knew if she didn't commit suicide it would come
from this fear.

Now in her visits, Gary began to talk about pills and
how one faded out under them. It was peaceful, he said, and
not at all like the nausea she had felt, and the cold, and
the lost blood in the tunnel. Pills were peaceful and gentle.

\

She still didn't know if it was okay to die. All through
this month, she couldn't come to a decision. She thought about
it a long time and went back and forth in her mind about the
kids, and finally decided she would do it rather than be
without him. So sooner or later she would have to take a
shot at it. That was cool.

Of course, Gary kept writing to her and talking about
it, and talking about the kids and the problem of the kids. A

couple of times she even got mad because he kept pushing the

subject. She told him to stop talking about it. Then he
would get apologetic and say that he was only expressing how 
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he felt. But his talking about it would get her wondering 
if she really wanted to go ahead.

4

Gary woke up in a panic he later described as "pure
paranoia" and sent word to the Mormon Chaplain in the prison,
Cline Campbell, that he had to see him. Campbell came by a
little later, and Gary told him of a dream he had. Nicole
was hitchhiking and the driver started to molest her. It was
crucial that he see her today. Would Campbell pick her up
and bring her to the prison? Campbell would.

The first time Campbell had paid a visit to Gary, he
informed him that Nicole used to be his student in seminary
class not so many years ago. He had spent hours counselling
her at Pleasant Grove High School. The news seemed to go
right into Gary. After that, they got along. In face, they

11

shared a few ideas.

Campbell had first heard of Gary Gilmore on driving home
from the prison one hot day in July. There was an on-the-spot
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radio announcement that two men had been murdered in Provo,
and a former convict had been arrested whose name was Gary
Gilmore. Campbell said to himself, "Well, in not too long,
I'm going to have this man to counsel." The fact that the

IM « » o J|
two boys who were killed had been ^Ml^^aCuraTT^mS^e Campbell

prick up his ears a little more.

It also kicked off Campbell's number one disgust with
the prison system. It was a complete socialist way of life.
No wonder that Gilmore had gotten into trouble. He'd been
twelve years in prison, and for twelve years they had told
him when to go to bed and when to eat, what to wear and when
he had to get up. It was absolutely diametrically opposed to
the capitalist environment, thought Campbell. Then one day
they put the convict out the front door, tell him okay, today
is magic, at 2:00 o'clock you are a capitalist. Now, you do
everything on your own. You get out, find a job, get up by
yourself, report to work on time, manage your money, pay your
own end, do every one of these things you were taught not to
do in prison. Guaranteed to fail. No wonder 80% went back
to jail. <

So he was curious about Gilmore. Looked forward to
counselling him. Took the first opportunity, in fact, a few 
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days after the man came to the prison. One evening Campbell
just walked into his cell and said, "I'm the Chaplain, my
name's Cline Campbell."

Gilmore was dressed in the white clothing they wore in
maximum detention, and he was sitting on his bunkland drawing.
He had a pencil in his hand and a half-finished pencil portrait
before him.

What came to Campbell's mind was that he was dealing with
a constructive person, a guy who wouldn't waste his time.
Gilmore, however, didn't seem to care one way or the other about
the interruption. He got up, shook hands, said he was happy
to meet Campbell.

After the first meeting, they got along fine, and Campbell
saw him often. Before Gilmore, he had never been involved
with counselling a person who was going to be executed. The
men on death row were always there, and Campbell had chatted
with them, joked with them, but he had not had serious coun­
selling sessions. Those men were not close to being executed--
their appeals had gone on for years—and the conditions were
depraved. All of maximum was a zoo. <

Off the main hall were the units. Each unit had three
tiers of five cells facing three tiers of five cells. Each 

prisoner had a full view therefore of every prisoner he faced.
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Thirty men in each unit, fifteen to a side, five to a tier.
Sometimes they all spoke at once. It was a zoo of human
and animal cries, and the sound reverberated from the steel
and stone as if the sound were incarcerated as well. The
echoes crashed into one another like loaded trucks. It was
near to living on the inside of an iron intestine.

Most men were in maximum security for three months, no
more. The prisoners on death row were there forever. Other
men could leave their tier at meal time to go to the cafeteria,
or move outside for yard time. On death row, your meals were
served in your cell, and you never went to the yard. You
could leave your cell for a half hour a day and walk up and
down your tier. You could talk to the other men, take out—as
Campbell had seen—your god-given penis or invite the other
man to stick his through the bars. You could be threatened—
and Gilmore was the man to issue such a threat—to get away
from the bars, or you would catch a cup of urine in your face.
That was exercise on the tier. One man at a time.

Compared with other convicts on death,row, Gilmore was
relaxed. In fact, Campbell thought he was perfectly relaxed.
He marvelled at his ability to relax. His voice was always
normal and quiet. The two men became comfortable with each 
other. Campbell would make a point of going to the kitchen,
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and bringing him a cup of black coffee each time. Gilmore
would greet him, "How you doing, preach?" and grin a little
bit.

Sometimes they would talk in Gilmore's cell, but more
often Campbell would have him called out, and they
would go into a counsel room in maximum security in order that
nobody could overhear their conversation. Several times, after
they'd finish, Gilmore would say, "I really appreciate rapping
with you. I can't really talk with anybody else here," he'd
say.

Once in a while they got into deeper conversations.
Gilmore would say, "This is stuff I wouldn't even tell the
shrinks," and mentioned a time when he first went to McLaren
when a couple of boys held him and he was raped. He hated it,
he said, didn't like to talk about it, but he would admit that
as he got older, he participated in the same game, only on
the other side. "That's horrible," he said, "and I regret
it." They nodded. Between them was the old prison saying,
"In every wolf is a punk looking for revenge.1"

Having established this much relationship, it wasn't
long before Campbell was ready to ask him about his sentence.



Gilmore made a statement Campbell never forgot. He said,
"I've been convicted for the murder of one man. In fact,
I've killed two. I feel myself responsible. I want to be
executed on schedule."

Then Gilmore said, "I want absolutely no notoriety."
His voice was emphatic. He told Campbell he didn't want news
coverage, TV, radio interviews, nothing. "I just believe I
ought to be executed on schedule." Campbell thought it was
a little unusual for a man to accept that kind of responsibility.

He said, "Well, that can't be all of your motive for
wanting to die, Gary, just responsibility?" Gary answered, "No,
I'll be honest with you. I've been in eighteen years and I'm
not about to do another twenty. Rather than live in this hole,
I'd choose to be dead."

Campbell could understand him. Generally, the LDS Church
did believe in the death penalty, and Campbell certainly did.
He thought to watch a man become more debased, more hateful,
more resentful and mean, both to himself and to others on
death row, was absolutely cruel. To him, the man was better
off, and would change less, and be more himself after he was
executed, than he would right here. It was wiser to pass

into the spirit world--and await resurrection. There a
man might have a better chance to fight for his cause. In
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assistance thanthe spirit world he'd be more likely to find 
degradation.

Campbell had become a regular advocate of capital
punishment because of that. He thought if a man was going
to stay on death row for years and years, he could become a
very angry person, dangerous to himself and bthers, whereas
if he died, he could go into better circumstances, become in
effect a brand new baby.

Campbell had been an LDS missionary in Korea, then a
chaplain in the army with an airborne outfit. He taught seminary
for six years when he got out. During that time he also worked
as a part-time police officer, a weekend cop. He would pick
up a patrol car at six on Friday night, and turn it back in
on Monday at eight A.M. Since he had grown up out in the
boonies on a Utah ranch, he never needed any training in fire­
arms. He had carried a gun as a boy, and got pretty quick
with it. From the hip, he could hit a gallon can fifty feet
away in a quarter of a second. Grew up thinking of himself
as a second Butch Cassidy. ,

He was not too tall, but he would have considered it on
the side of sin not to be in good shape and well-groomed. He
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stood real straight, shoulders back, and looked like a marks­
man. He had a patina of finely-machined metal. During those
weekends when he used to work as a cop, he was on for 24 hours
a day, taking all calls. Of course, it was a small town, and
he usually had time to go to church, but he carried a beeper
so he could always be contacted and actually made more arrests
in Linden City than the other two officers put together since
he worked the weekend and had to handle the drunks and fracases.

The last time he had seen Nicole was on one of those
weekends, saw her on the street in Linden at 2:00 o'clock in
the morning. He was driving down the road and there she stood
hitchhiking. He stopped, said get in the car, what are you
doing out here at 2:00 in the morning? It's dangerous.

He had heard she had a child, and now she was loaded
on drugs and he had every reason to take her to jail, but she
trusted him, and he saw that she got home. He kept thinking
of all the times he had counselled her, once a week from five
to thirty minutes, and knew what a bad situation she had at
home. She had told him once briefly about Uncle Lee. It was
a touchy thing, however. He could not really get her to go
into it. Sometimes she would sit in his seminary class looking
dreamy, and have no idea she was there.

Now, the morning Campbell went over to find Nicole for

Gary, she was alone and asleep on the couch and two children
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were asleep on the floor with a blanket over them. After she
kind of combed her hair a little, she let Campbell in. Didn't
even know who it was.

Cracked the curtain. Didn't recognize him. He said,
"How are you, Nicole, do you remember me?" She looked hard
and she said, "Sure, come on in." He said, "I'm Brother
Campbell." She said, "Yes, of course, come in." They exchanged
a few courtesies, and he told her he'd come to get her because
Gary wanted to see her. Could she make some arrangements
about the children?

She dropped them off <5 her ex-mother-in-law, Mrs.
Barrett. On the way out to prison, Campbell discussed with
her where she was at, and how she felt about her situation,
and she just said to him without any particular ado, that if
Gary died, she might go too.

It was quite a remark for Campbell to keep to himself,
yet he could hardly turn it in. His life at the prison con­
sisted of holding secrets.

Sometimes a convict would come in to him and say that a

particular man was after him. Campbell couldn't go to the 
warden and discuss what the man had said, even if it was in the 
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man's interest. The actions taken by the warden would
enable other inmates to pick up that the man was snitching.

They'd be after him even more.
So Campbell didn't disclose anything unless it was a

matter of life and death. Then he would get the man's per­

mission.

Now, even though he knew Gary and Nicole were thinking
of suicide, he could not speak. That would only increase the
pressure. There'd be a guard sitting in Gilmore's cell every
minute after that. He could hardly pretend that his mind was
easy, however. It was the quiet way Nicole had discussed it
that worried him most of all. Except for those occasions when
he was angry, Gary had the most relaxed eyes Campbell had ever
seen—they looked at everything with no strain, graceful as a
good outfielder sitting under a fly ball he would never fail
to catch. Nicole's voice had something of the same. It
never stumbled when she told the truth.

5
October 26

Remember the nite we met? I had to have you, not just
physically but in all ways, forever—there was a wild wind
blowing in my heart that nite.
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It will remain forever the most beautiful nite of my 
life.

I love you more than God. I'm glad you understand the
way I mean that Angel. It still feels a little awkward to
say that. But I mean no offense to anything by a statement
like that. I just love you more than anything—I think God
would smile at that.

In one of your early letters you talk of climbing in my
mouth and sliding down my throat with a strand of your hair
to mend the worn spot in my stomach. You write good.

Last Friday you told me you would like us each to think
of the other at a certain hour of the day, that we might be­
come closer. But I never know what time it is here. I can't
see a clock and I just have a general idea of the time. I
know they feed at about 6 or 7 or so in the morn and about 11
or 12 for lunch and around 4 for dinner but I don't even know
if that's always the same—they might rotate and feed one
section first one day and another—the next,. Fuck, in short
I just don't know what time it is.

Now darlin we come to something that can't be avoided
discussing. The rest of your life. I don't want any man to [. 
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you. I don't want any man to have you in any way but es­
pecially I don't want any man to steal any part of your heart.

If I was to look from the other side and see another man
with you I can't say right now what I would do.

I believe that I would seek a way to have my soul, my
very being, extinguished forever from existence.

If a thing like that is not possible I would consider
hurtling my soul into the center of the planet Uranus, that
most evil of places, that I might become forever such that I
could not change.

October 28
Baby I would love to be able to meditate. I already can

to some degree. I do, but not real deeply, you know? Even
when it's quiet there's always the expectation of noise. I
know you can get the right answer to anything through medita­
tion, but I ain't, because of my surroundings, very deep into
it. It's more than the noise, you just can't let yourself
go in a place like this - there is an atmosphere of tension,
a climate of violence, in prison - all prisons - and it's in
the air. Lot of paranoid motherfuckers in these places and
they walk around putting out negative, hostile paranoid vibes.

I like it a lot that you meditate. I don't know if I'm
too crazy about the automatic writing. I think with things like 
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automatic writing, Ouija boards, it's possible to open doors
that are better not opened. I think that there are many lonely
lost forlorn spirits seeking an inroad into a human mind. All
spirits are not benevolent. Many are merely lonely, but
many are malevolent, too.

Baby, if you mess with spirits you must beware. I ain't.
trying to sound dark and foreboding and I don't know just how
I know this as certainly as 1 do, but I do know that you got
to remain in control. You gotta be stronger than the thing
that you are communicating with. Weigh carefully the "Messages"
you receive, and if after a while you begin to feel a pull,
something that ain't right, if it makes you feel sad or strange
or in some way not good — then you should back off. Like
about everything else in life, you gotta remain in control.
Be strong, don't fear.

Baby, I don't know just what happens when you die except
that it will be familiar. It's just an awful strong feeling
I have - it's something I've thought of, known really, for
years. The thing about dying is that you gotta remain in
control. Don't be sidetracked by lonely forlorn spirits who
call to you as you pass by — they may even'reach and clutch.

Whenever this does occur to us we must each keep the

other in mind. Somehow, Angel eyes, this is one of those things 
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that I KNOW. When you die you will be free as never before
in life --  be able to travel at a tremendous speed just
by thinking of some place you will be there. It's a natural
thing and you adjust — it's just consciousness unencumbered

by body.

Hey, this guy next door to me lets the goddamdest farts
I've ever heard. I thot that Gibbs was a fartin motherfucker -
but he don't hold a candle to this fool! Loud, harsh, rumbling,
angry sounding farts — Never heard nothin like it. Sounds
worse than startin a lawn mower.

6

Snyder and Esplin had a couple of post-mortems with
Noall Wootton over the case. They would run into each other
in the corridors of the courthouse or in the coffee shop, and
on such occasions would go over questions they each had on
the other side's strategy. Having won, Wootton did needle
them just a little, but he wasn't too bad about it. The worst
of his tone went: "Are you sure you suckers got all the

cooperation you could from your client?" There were a few 
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things Wootton did want to find out. He said, "I know exactly
what I would have done with this case and I wondered why you
didn't do it?" They told him. Gary wouldn't let them. Wootton
said, "Why in Christ didn't you put his girlfriend up there?"
"He wouldn't let us," they said. They agreed it was quite a
question. As long as a defendant was sane and competent, he
probably had the right to run his own defense.

For the last couple of weeks, since Gary had been up at
Utah State Prison, Snyder and Esplin had had little communica­
tion there. They talked to him on the phone a couple of times
about practical matters, and made arrangements for Nicole to
be able to see him, but. they didn't actually go up themselves
until two or three days before the appeal hearing coming up on
November 1. It was a fairly good arrangement that day, however,
with face to face contact in the visitor's room at maximum.
Enough space to pace the floor, maybe 15 x 20 feet.

They felt as if they were coming as the bearers of good
tidings. They now thought their chances of getting the death
sentence reduced to life were pretty nimble.' Number one, as
they laid it out for him, the Utah Statute did not provide for
mandatory review of a death sentence. Probably, it was con­
stitutionally defective, and that criticism, "constitutionally 

defective" was as about as strong as you could get in such 



areas of the law. The Utah Statute was almost certainly going
to be overthrown by the US Supreme Court. So it was their
belief that the Utah Supreme Court would now be very hesitant
about enforcing a death sentence on November 15th. They would
certainly look bad if shortly thereafter the Supreme Court was
going to come down against them.

Then they had another good legal vein to work. Judge
Bullock had admitted evidence of the Orem murder during the
Mitigation Hearing. That had to have a big effect on the de­
liberations of the jury. It certainly was a lot harder to
think of giving a man life if you heard in the courtroom about
another murder he had committed. Snyder and Esplin were feeling
optimistic. They indicated to Gary that the brunt of their
defense had been to maneuver into these good appeal grounds.
In fact, they were a little excited. Some of this would be
brand new legal stuff for Utah County.

Gary listened. Then he said, "I've been here for three
weeks and I don't know that I want to live here.for the rest
of my life." He shook his head. "I came with the idea that
maybe I could work it out, but the lights are on 24 hours a
day and the noise is too much for me."

They still kept talking about their grounds for appeal.

Wootton had made some comments about Debby Bushnell in his 



-973-

closing argument that could easily be called prejudicial to
Gary. The prospects were good, even excellent.

Gary listened, and he paced back and forth, and looked
a little nervous. He repeated the problem he felt with
living in maximum. The lights. The noise. Finally, he said
quietly, "Can I fire you?"

They replied that they guessed he could. However, they
said, they thought they might go ahead with the appeal anyway
because it was their duty.

They looked so crestfallen that Gilmore said, "Now,
don't I have the right to die? Can't I accept my punishment?"
He stared at them. "You've given it to me, you know," by
which they understood that he was including them in the forces
of his prosecution.

Now Gary sat down and told them of his belief that he had
been executed once before in 18th century England. He said,
"I feel that I've been here in this situation before. There is
some crime from my past." He got quiet and said, "I feel I
have to atone again for that thing I did then." Esplin couldn't
help thinking that this stuff about Eighteenth Century England 



would sure have made a difference with the psychiatrists if
they had known it earlier.

Gilmore now began to tell them that his life wouldn't
end with this life, that he would still be in existence after
he was dead. It was all talked about quietly as part of a
logical discussion. Esplin finally said, "Gary, we can see
your point of view, but we still feel an obligation as your
court appointed counsel to go ahead and file that appeal."

✓Gary said, '"Well, he could understand, and they parted on
pretty good terms.

Deseret News
Houdini Didn't Show
Nov. 1. . .Halloween was a- disappointment to groups
trying to make contact with the spirit of escape
artist Harry Houdini who died on Halloween 50 years
ago.
Several magicians gathered Sunday in the Detroit
hospital room where Houdini died, hoping for a
message from the master. All they got on a video
tape machine brought to record the even;was inter­
ference from a local rock station.

It's not even very good music." said one magician.
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Deseret News

Slayer Wants To Keep Death Date
Provo (AP) Nov. 1--Unless he changes his
mind and appeals, or the courts and the
governor intervene, a 35-year-old parolee
convicted of murdering a hotel clerk will
keep his Nov. 15 execution date.

"It's my own decision. I was not in­
fluenced by anything but the fact that I
didn't want to spend the rest of my life
in jail," Gary Mark Gilmore told 4th
District Court Judge Bullock.

"You sentenced me to die. Unless it's
a joke or something, I want to go ahead and
do it," Gilmore said yesterday.

Bullock told Gilmore he could still
change his mind and appeal, and an attorney
for Gilmore said he would prepare appeal
papers just in case Gilmore decides to.
appeal.
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IX OLD CANCER, NEW MADNESS

1.

On the first day of November,, after Bessie heard the
news, after all the phone calls came in from friends, after
it was clear that there was a real possibility Gary wanted
to die, and very well could die, Bessie began to hear echoes
again. The past rang in Bessie's ear, the past reverberated
in Bessie's head. Steel bars slammed into stone.

"The fool," Mikal screamed at her. "Doesn't he know
that he's in Utah? They will kill him, if he pushes it."
She tried to calm her youngest son, and all the while she was
thinking that from the time Gary was three years old, she
knew he was going to be executed. He had been a dear little
guy, but she had lived with that fear since he was three.
That was when he began to show a side she could not go near.
He had a far-off mind of his own.
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One time, at her mother's house, in that endless year
when Frank was away in the Colorado jail, she sat in the house
and watched Gary play in the yard. There was a mud puddle
and she had told him not to go near. He waited till she left.
Then he walked over and sat down in the middle.

That put a fear through her. It changed her day, and
it changed her week. Would he always be so defiant?

Now, the walls of the trailer closed in again. Sonie-
k i. body asked her once if it had been difficult to learn to live

in the trailer after' all those years in the house with the
swing-around drive, and she said no, not difficult at all.
That was because she had never lived in the trailer, but
died the day she moved in.

It was an ugly place, and she hated ugly places. Her
health started down. She had only, she thought, inherited
enough art from Uncle George, the artist, to know how to
decorate a house, but she had managed to decorate that last

_N
house. It had been nice. |ow, she lived in a narrow room,
and her arthritis got worse as she sat through the days and
years at a table in the kitchen end of the trailer with
the radio stacked on the telephone books and the sore bones
of her pelvis installed on a pillow.



All the decor was brown. It was one poverty-brown put
next to another. Even the ice-box was brown. It was that
color of gloom which is not like the weather and will not
lift. It was a gloom like the color of clay. Nothing would

grow.

Outside were fifty trailers in this lot off the highway
they called a Park, but looked to Bessie it was a place to
park old people at little expense. Had her traile^ cost
$3,300? She could no longer remember. When people asked if
it had one bedroom or two, she would say, "It's got one and
a half bedrooms, if you can believe it." It also had a half­
porch with a half-awning.

Sometimes she didn't get out for weeks at a time. The
arthritis was in her hands when she first moveTwer, then it
got worse. At Speed's, she couldn't keep up with her work.
Those twisted fingers ached with every plate she picked off
a table. Each move felt like the beginning of a disagree­
able transaction. Sometimes she had to figure out in the mid­
dle of the move how to shift her course so that the repercus­
sion of the pain would not freeze her spine. Finally, the
boss said he had to let her go, and gave her final pay. She
was making $70 a week. Once she stopped working, the arthritis



got worse. One knee started to bother her, then the other.

A doctor said he could operate on her arthritic knees
and put in plastic ones. She said no. She had a picture of
herself living in this plastic house with plastic knees. The
long hair that fell to her waist turned gray, and she kept it
in a bun. What with the difficulty of raising her arms, it
often stayed in the bun. "I'm ugly," Bessie would say to her­
self. It was as if, in losing the house, she must also lose
her looks.

The house was taken away in the year Mikal had gradu­
ated from high school. He went to college in Portland, and he
put himself through. He was bright and got good marks, and
had to think of his own life. There were periods when he would
visit less. The day she lost the ten-room house with the
marble top furniture, Mikal went north, and she went south,
and they never lived under the same roof again.

Mikal only moved to Portland College, and she only
moved a little further south on McLaughlin Boulevard in
Milwaukie south of Portland City line, moved further down that
four-lane avenue of bars and eateries and discount stores.
One gas station even had an old World War II Boeing bomber

stuck up in the air above its gasoline pumps. That was about



as surplus as you could get. Since she stayed in the trailer
more and more, she passed that silly airplane on beat-up old .
McLaughlin Boulevard less and less.

Mikal had been eight when she and Frank bought the house
and she had lived in it for ten years. Now she could remember
how its living room had been larger than all of this trailer,
and how after Frank died, Mikal was the only boy left in all
that space. She slept downstairs, and every morning couldn't
wait for him to wake cause she was there alone and Frank was
gone and the house felt haunted like half the houses she had
known.

The moment she would step into Mikal's room, she'd smile
and say, "What would I do without you?" and he'd say, "Mother,
you'd just give right up and die." She loved him. She was
crazy about him.

Now, Mikal was gone. They were all gone. She did not
know how much was her fault, and how much was the fault of
the ongoing world that ground along like wagon wheels in the
prarie grass, but they were gone. Gary was away forever, and
in her dreams, the wind still whistled through the vent in
Gaylen's belly that the ice-pick made, and Frank, Jr. was
often gone, and when she saw him on weekends, he lived deep
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in his own thoughts and rarely spoke, and practiced magic no
more, and Frank Sr. was dead and long-gone.

The sorrows of the family had begun with Gary, and now he
wanted to be dead. When he departed, would they all descend
another step into that pit where they gave up searching for
one another? She lived again through the days when Frank Sr.

died.

His looks, she was fond of saying, were strong enough to
push a man across a room. He had been in show business so long
his muscles rippled. He was a strong and powerfully built man
and.she watched him go down to nothing and die.

He had always been very afraid of cancer. His mother died
of it, and he never said a word, but Bessie knew. He hated
cancer and never wanted to talk about the subject. Maybe he
had a premonition, but there sure was a straight-out fear. The

sound of the word could spoil the day for him.

She watched him linger in the hospital. He wasted as he

went. Once she had been very much in love with him, but there

had been so many fights over the boys, yjver Gary most of all,

that toward the end, there was not much feeling. But, oh,

f it was hard to watch him die. She almost loved him very much again.
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To herself she wept when she thought of the first time
Gary was brought before a judge, because that also happened
to be the first time Frank was ever on Gary's side. "Don't ad­
mit a thing," he kept saying to Gary right in front of the
judge. The wisdom of his life was in the remark. Frank knew
the game. There had to be a score put up on the board before
the game could begin. If nothing was admitted, the other side
might not be able to start the game of law and justice.

The judge found Gary guilty anyway.

Now Gary was playing at the other end of the field.
"Kill me," he was saying.

Sometimes it seemed as if all of her life had been lived

in the sound of echoes. When Frank was in Colorado Prison, she
lived for a time with Fay, and out of those years came the mem­
ory of a bat who flew into Fay's house one night. No ques­
tion of the evil in that bat.

A year to the day after Frank died, a bat entered the

house with the marble-top furniture and the turnaround drive,

and she ran upstairs and called the police to get it out, same

as she called the police twenty years before to get the other

bat out of Fay's house. It was the worst kind of omen. It
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came a year to the day after Frank died, and very near to
the day Gary was sitting at her desk holding the birth cer­
tificate with the name of Fay Robert Kaufman. That was the
moment she knew no matter how many years it took, she would
lose the house. There was too much hatred in Gary. You did
not keep a house on hatred such as that.

Still, she did try. Tried through the years, and the
thickening fingers, and the stiffening knees, through the
slow twisting of her limbs. Frank had purchased the house
outright so there was no mortgage to meet, but when it came
to finding the money for the six years of back taxes, she had
only one idea of how to get it. If her Mormon Church would
pay those back taxes, $1400, no fortune, she would sign the
deed over until she paid the Church back in full. If she
couldn't pay, the property would be theirs.

It was simple as she conceived of it, but the outcome
produced new voices in her ear. They were real voices, and she
could hear every ugly thought. They said, We'll send a man

from the church to appraise the property, but when he came,

he appraised it at seven thousand dollars. She told him that

her husband had paid twice the sum ten years ago, and her

husband was no fool. He said, "They asked me to appraise

it low," and he talked of the deterioration of the house
and grounds.
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Soon the voices began to ask why she didn't agree to
start.living on a lesser basis? Did she have to live in a
big house now? She could always work for one of the rich
ladies in the church, and stay with her bed and room free.

It didn't seem wise, the Bishop explained, to keep a
home she could not maintain physically. As it was, she only
lived in a room or two, and the city threatened suit if
she didn't take care of the weeds in the rear. She had four
sons, but the rear of the house was a thicket of tall grass,
tin cans, and cat briars. The church sent young people over
to try to clear it, bit by bit, but that was a large job.
Couldn't Mikal help?

He had, explained Bessie, his studies. There was a
crevasse of ice between the Bishop and herself after this

reply.

She heard the voices talking of the financial situation.

The home was not worth what it would cost to buy it back in

taxes, she heard, not if you included the cost of keeping

it up when her sons didn't. She felt able to kill when they

told her again that the grounds to the house were ill-kept,

and choked with weeds. She didn't like someone telling her



what her sons ought to do. Didn't like those voices saying
that the best course, the wise course, was to find a small mo­
bile home she could live in and handle. This is an emotional
thing with you, the voices told her.

Of all the people, she said to'herself, who ever hurt
me, it's been only Mormons, nobody else ever could, and she re­
membered the terrible hatred in Gary's face on the day she
told him in the visiting room at Oregon State Prison that she
had lost the house and the Church never helped her to save it.
There was a look in his eyes as if he had found an enemy worthy
of his rage, worthy of his size.

Now, she was in the trailer sitting in the dark, TV not

on, radio not on, her legs in wrapping, and her night gown
looking like it was a hundred and two years old. She could
hear the boy from the Mormon Church come rapping on the door,

breaking the silence, the boy who came over to help her. He
would do the dirty dishes that were all over the table and all
over the sink, pick up after the trail of the immediate past
of the day before, and the five days before, all of that re­
cord of living from day to day through the twisting of her

limbs. Sometimes she would sit and not reply to the boy's knock,

sit in the dark, and feel him looking through the panes of the

door to see if he could find her shadow sitting there. Finally



she would say, "Go away."
"I love you, Bessie," the Mormon boy would tell her

through the door, and leave on his rounds to help another old
lady even as Benny Bushnell once had done.

"Gary cannot want to die," she would say to herself in
the dark.

Nov. 2—76
Milw. Oregon

Gary Gilmore
No. 13371
Dear Gary:

I heard the news at noon, and Gary, my dear, I could
hardly stand it. I love you & I want you to live.

Gary, Mikal loves you and he is your friend & you know
I wouldn't lie to you. He took this real hard but he will
try very hard to help you.

If you have 4 or 5 people who really love you, you are
lucky. So please hold on.

Here is a picture of me and Mikal taken in Salt Lake
City years ago.

I love you.
Mother
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2.

Mikal had never told Bessie how much rage Gary aroused
in him by his murders. It could .'ve been me, he thought back

in July when he first heard the news.

Mikal worked in a record store. While he was the envy

of his friends for being able to pick up new releases at 30%
off, he also had to throw dope peddlers and ass peddlers out
of the store. He wasn't necessarily built for that. One time,•
a shoplifter*  pulled a knife on him. Another time he almost
got wasted by a big drunk who was urinating in the store door­
way. The violence of Portland licked right up to the edge of
the store and left a spew like that yellow foam on city
beaches where old rubber dries out with the jellyfish, and
whiskey bottles, and the dead squid.

If Mikal's life was seen by some as the attempt of one

of the Gilmore boys, one anyway, to get out from the family hex,

that was not necessarily Mikal's view. Mikal did not be­
lieve in curses, nof in the chills and wonders of a heritage

that might or might not include Houdini. Mikal had a simpler

view. He had been afraid of Gary for years. Mikal, reading

the headline on that one terrible July night, OREGON MAN HELD



IN UTAH SLAYING, felt shame. "It could have been me." He
could have been the same victim of the same mindless robbery.
He hated his brother then. His brother knew nothing about
waste. His brother had no respect for the horrors of waste.
His brother did not know that when you robbed a house, you
spoiled it for the people who were living there.

Next day, Bessie had said to Mikal, "Can you imagine what
it feels like to mother a son whom you love, when he has de­
prived two other mothers of their sons?" Mikal did not know
how to' tell her he was frightened of the violent and capricious
impulses of his brother, and did not know how to face them,
and had been glad, evep since 1972, that he did not have to see
him again.

That was when Gary had been granted what they call a
"school release" from Oregon State Prison to a halfway house
in Eugene. They were letting him out to study art. Mikal,
who was going to college in Portland then, had been told of

this event by Bessie, but he was nonetheless startled to see

Gary turn up at his door on the day after his release in the

fall of 1972, with a six-pack in his hand, and the happy in­

formation that he could still register at school tomorrow.

The school at Eugene was a couple of hundred miles away, but

Gary seemed in no hurry. He just wanted to see how Mikal



was getting along.

Next day, Gary was at the door again. He was wearing the
same clothes. His blue eyes stared at Mikal out of a blood­
shot field of white, and there was yellow in the corners. He
was ready to take Mikal to lunch, but only in a cab. He did

not want to be seen on the streets.

Mikal began again to feel something of the fear he had
always felt on those rare occasions he visited Gary in prison.
He never walked into that environment without being steeped in
dread. It was not only Gary but the lost lives of the other
prisoners in that visiting room, the depression, the apathy,
the congealed rage, the bottomless potential of the violence
in these halls. After a while, Mikal stopped visiting. It
created too much disturbance when he walked into prison wearing
his long hair. It was like protesting the war in Viet Nam in
front of a platoon of Marines.

On this day in 1972, Gary took him to a topless bar.

Mikal thought Gary was in a trance. He just kept studying the

breasts of the girl on the dance floor. After a while, Mikal

got up his courage and said, "It's obvious you're not going

to school."

Gary answered in a slow Western drawl. He spoke in a
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deliberate countrified way. It was phony as hell, Mikal
always thought, more Texas than Oregon, as if Gary's vocal
chords had been permanently twanged by the act of being born
in Texas. "Man," said Gary, "I'm not cut out for school.
They can't teach me anything about art I don't know already."
Then he changed the subject. He needed a gun, he told Mikal.
A friend in Oregon State Prison was going to be brought out
for dental work next week. He wanted to spring him.

Mikal protested. "You're throwing away your life."
"It's a matter of dignity," said Gary and looked at

Mikal's eyes. When he took in the knowledge that there was
no gun forthcoming, Gary said, "I'd do it for my brother."

He dropped Mikal off in a taxi, and went on.

Mikal only saw him twice more that month. Once Gary
stopped by to hear some Johnny Cash records. He was charming
and sober. Another day, Gary picked him up at school, took
him to a rich friend's house, showed him the swimming pool,
then showed him a pistol. "Think you could ever use one of

these?" he asked.

It was like a bigger dude was squeezing your machismo

to see if it leaked. "I could use a gun if I had to," said

Mikal, "but I hope you're talking about survival."
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Gary put the gun away and ruffled Mikal's hair.
"C'mon," he said, "I'll drive you home."

On the way, Gary started to honk at a car that was
going too slow, and when the driver slowed down a little more
around a turn, Gary whipped around into the oncoming lane
and went right into the path of an approaching van. At the
last instant, he escaped collision by ramming their car up

on the sidewalk.

"You almost got us killed," Mikal shouted.
Gary was breathing deeply. He lay his forehead on the

steering wheel. "Sometimes," he said, "you just have to be

able to face that."

A couple of nights later, Mikal heard over the news
that Gary had been arrested for armed robbery. Months later,
Bessie and Mikal attended his trial. Just before the sen­
tencing^ Gary made a statement to the court. Mikal never
forgot that speech:

"I would like to make a special appeal for leniency.
I've been locked up for the last nine and a half calendar
year's and I have had about two and a half years of freedom
since I was 14 years old. I have always gotten time and
always done it, never been paroled. I have never had a break
from the law, and I have come to feel that justice is kind
of harsh, and I have never asked for a break until now.
Your Honor, you can keep a person locked up too long just
as you can keep them long enough. What I am saying is



there is an appropriate time to release somebody or to give
them a break. Of course, who is to say: Only the individ-
al himself really knows, it's more a matter of just convin­
cing somebody. There have been times when I felt if I had
had a break, right then I would probably never have been in
trouble again, but like I said, I don't feel that I have
ever, had a break from the law. Last September, I was released
from the Penitentiary to go to school in Eugene at Lane
Community College and study art, and I had every intention
of doing it. One day I'm in the pen for nine years, and the
next day I'm free, and I was kind of shook. While I was
waiting to register at the college, I had a couple of drinks
and I realized that this was a pretty stupid thing to do.
I just got out, and I was afraid to go back to the halfway
house with booze on my breath. I thought I would be taken
back to the pen immediately and to be honest, I guess I kind
of wanted to continue drinking, it tasted kind of good. Well,
anyway, I split and went to Portland. It wasn't long before
I was broke, and I spent a couple of days looking for a job,
but I couldn't find one. I didn't have any work background.
When you are free, you can afford to be broke for a few days,
and it doesn't matter, but if you are a fugitive you can't
afford to be broke at all. I needed some money. I am not
a stupid person, although I have done a lot of stupid and
foolish things, but I want freedom enough to realize at last
that the only way I can have it and maintain it is to quit
breaking the law. I never realized it more than I do now.
If you were to grant me probation on this sentence, you
wouldn't be turning me loose right now. I still have time
to do. On the other hand, you can sentence me to additional
time, but like I said, I have got problems, and if you give
me more time, I'm going to compound them."

The judge sentenced him to nine additional years. The
law was made of rock, and words worked upon rock with no more
strength than other words. "Look, don't worry," Gary said

to his mother^ "They can't hurt me any more than I've hurt

myself." Mikal shook hands with him through the handcuffs,

and Gary said, "You did right." Then he nodded. "Do me a

favor. Put on some weight, okay? You're too goddamned skinny."

Mikal would not leHar his voice again for close to four years,

not until the middle of November 1976 by which time Gary was

a household name in half of America.
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H-On November 1, Noall Wootton was up in Sam Francisco

at a national homicide symposium. Had gone there, as he put
it, to learn how to prosecute murder cases, and they even
gave him a certificate suitable for framing. He was going to
have his wife join him for a few days and have a little fun,
but word from his office took care of that. Wootton's secre­

tary phbned to say that Gary Gilmore was going to withdraw
his motion for a new trial. He was not going to appeal. He
wanted to be executed. Snyder and Esplin, Wootton soon learned,
were damn upset about it. They didn't know what their ethical

position was supposed to be, so how could they act in what they

considered their client's best interest? Wootton concluded he

had better get back. Who knew what con's trick Gilmore had come

up with? Wootton couldn't remember ploy like this before.

The courtroom offered a quiet scene. There were not many
people seated, and Gary's speech to the judge, everything con-



sidered, was, Wootton thought, kind of open and courteous.
It was still off the wall. Wootton got permission from Judge

Bullock to make a few inquiries on the stand:

MR. WOOTTON: Mr. Gilmore, has your treatment in prison
thus far at the Utah State Prison influenced your
decision in any way?

MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. WOOTTON: How about your treatment at the Utah

County Jail?
MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. WOOTTON: Now you have been represented by two attor­

neys who are paid by Utah County. Do you under­
stand that?

MR. GILMORE: Yes.
MR. WOOTTON: Are you satisfied with the counseling they

have given you and the representation that they
have made for you?

MR. GILMORE: Not entirely.
MR. WOOTTON: In what way, sir?
MR. GILMORE: I'm satisfied with them.

MR. WOOTTON: So the way they have represented you
hasn't necessarily had any influence on your
decision, is that correct?

MR. GILMORE: That's my own decision. It's not influ­
enced by anything other than the fact that I don't
care to live the rest of my life in jail. That
doesn't mean this jail or that jail, but any jail.

MR. WOOTTON: Has anyone else influenced your decision
other than your own thoughts, sir?

MR. GILMORE: I make my own decisions.

MR. WOOTTON: Are you under the influence of any alcohol
or drugs or other intoxicants at this time?

MR. GILMORE: No. Of course not.



MR. WOOTTON: Have you been under the influence of any
such thing, sir, in the course of your thoughts
concerning this decision?

MR. GILMORE: No. I’m <&n jail. They don't serve beer,
whiskey, or anything.

MR. WOOTTON: Sir, in your own judgment, do you feel that
you are mentally and emotionally competent to make
this decision at this time?

MR. GILMORE: Yes.
MR. WOOTTON: Do you make any claims of being insane or

mentally disturbed at this point?
MR, GILMORE: No. I know what I'm doing.
MR. WOOTTON: Sir, would you request that the Court

extend the execution date beyond the normal
appeal time in order to give you additional
time to think this decision out?

MR. GILMORE: I'm not going to think differently
about it at any time.

Judge Bullock set an execution date for November 15th.
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"' That uf‘Li_inuuK> Earl Dorw^ received a call from the
warden out at Utah State Prison. Since Earl was legal counsel
for the prison, the Warden talked to him frequently on many
a matter, but this time Sam Smith seemed nervous. His trans-

A
portation officer had just taken an inmate, Gary Gilmore, to
Provo for a court hearing, and Gilmore apparently told the
judge that he didn't want to appeal his death sentence. The
judge said all right. Now, the execution date was only two
weeks away. The warden was concerned. If this were true, he
didn't have a lot of time to get ready. Could Dorius verify

this?

Earl called Noall Wootton and they had quite a conver­
sation. Wootton said it was not only true, but he was trying
to figure out Gilmore's angle. He thought Gilmore might be
trying to press the system to execute him within parameters,
that is, do the job within the thirty-sixty. The statute
called for execution in not less than 30 and not more than 60

days. Now that Gilmore had no appeal in, what would happen
if they didn't execute him by December 7? That would be sixty

days after October 7, the last day of his trial. Gilmore could 

ask for an immediate release. The only sentence he had received 



after all, was death. That was not a prison term. Techni­
cally, they would have nothing to hold him on. He could get
out on a writ of habeus corpus.

Of course, Gilmore wasn't going to get loose that easy,
the lawyers agreed, but it sure could prove embarassing,
legally speaking. The State would look ridiculous and incom­
petent holding him in jail for years on one pretext or another
while the law was straightened out in the legislature and the
courts.

Earl Dorius called Sam Smith back and said, "You better
start preparing for an execution." The warden was awestruck.

Nonetheless, Sam Smith started throwing some good ques­
tions back at Earl. How many members of the firing squad
would there be, he inquired? From where could he draw them
—out of the community at large or from the ranks of police

officers?
The warden had also looked up the appropriate statutes

and they left something to be desired. They didn't, for ex­

ample, tell the warden whether it was possible to conduct the
execution outside the prison walls or off prison property.

They were not precise on a host of matters. A lot would have 

to be decided. Gilmore, for instance, wanted to donate a few



Couldof his body organs to the University Medical Center.
Earl look up the law on that?

Dorius was excited. He realized he was sitting on a hot
issue, a very hot case. He started going around the office
telling people, "You won't believe this, but we have a poten­
tial execution on our hands." He went down to the Attorney
General's office, but the AG was out, so he had to tell the
secretary. Earl was a little disappointed with the reaction.
It didn't seem to sink in. It was as if the secretaries in
this head office really didn't get the import of what he was
telling them. First execution in America in ten years! You
couldn't exactly shout that at people.
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Bergly on , the morning sf-toho—2nd, ElcuLluflPDd^ Earl got

a telephone call from Eric Mishara of the National Enquirer.
This voice came over the phone to say that the story was
extremely interesting, and he had called the warden who told him
to talk to the prison's legal counsel. He wanted, said Mishara,
to interview Gilmore right away.

Mishara was very forceful, too forceful for Dorius' taste.
The moment Earl began to try to slow him down a little, Mishara
blew up and began to talk about what he was going to do to the
prison if they tried to keep him out.

A case came right into mind for Dorius: Pell v. Procunier.
It was a United States Supreme Court decision which said that
members of the news media had no special right of access to
inmates. The prison, Dorius told Mishara, would be taking that
position—Gary Gilmore could not be interviewed.

Immediately, Mishara said, "Look, I'll sue." He started

to talk about high-powered attorneyes in New York. Dorius

said, "I don't care where your attorneys are from. You have
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them look up Pell versus Procunier. I think they'll agree

with me."

He didn't hear from Mr. Mishara for quite some time
after that. That was the highlight as far as the day was
concerned.

Deseret News
CARTER WINS ELECTION
Judge Orders Test of Convicted Slayer

Utah State Prison, Nov. 2—. . .If Gilmore gets
his way he will be the first person executed in Utah
in 16 years and the first in the nation since 1967.

2.

On the day that Dennis Boaz read in the papers about
Gary Gilmore, which was November 2nd, he was driving to Utah
and had this experience with death. That seemed kind of
synchronistic.

He was moving along in the left lane and thinking about

the course he was soon going to give at Westminster College

in Salt Lake City. Dennis was into alliteration these days

so he was considering calling the thing: Society/ Symbolism/

Synchronicity. Just as he said the last word to himself, a
trailer truck slammed to a stop just ahead of him in the left 



to the ground.

lane, and he had to take his car around on the right. After
he passed, there was this incredible sight in the mirror: a
torso of a man hanging through the windshield, arms outstretched 

Then another sight!
A rear-mirror view of the broad back and ass of a second

truck driver running towards the first truck. Dennis didn't
stop. There were too many cars behind him. But just before
it happened, he had been thinking of the date, November 2nd,
and in his mind had been writing it as 11/2. That, of course,
added up to thirteen. In the major arcana of the Tarot, thir­
teen was the card for death.

So the word Death was running through his mind even as
he saw the dead man. He thought, "Wow! God! I bet the next
road sign will be another indication of this." Just then,
the sign came up on the shoulder, "Star Valley and Deeth—
Next Exit." It had to be as much synchronicity as anybody's
synapses could take.

That evening, the 2nd, he got into Salt Lake early enough

to vote for Carter on the Independent line. Then, on the mor­

ning of the third, he woke up thinking about Gilmore. "God,

here I am," Dennis thought, "right in the juncture of something 



really important." He could see it was going to happen. His
mind could extend the possibilities right out. "This is a tre­
mendous opportunity for a writer," he thought, "and I ought to

send Gilmore a letter!"

Boaz did. He dropped a few lines, and told the man he was
there to give him support on his venture. A few years ago when

-AmDennis had been a young prosecutor he had actually been against
capital punishment, but now, over a period of years, he had fi­
nally come to the point of believing that even if we had an
ideal society we might still have to have the death penalty.
Capital punishment, properly applied, could say a lot about
being responsible for one's actions. The thing was to get back
to responsibility. Boaz didn't put all of this in his letter,
but he did say that he supported Gilmore in his right to die.

Kathryne had been going over to visit April at Timber

Oaks Mental Health about three or four times a week, but when
she heard that Gary was asking for his execution, she started
visiting Nicole as well. On those evenings that the hospital
let April out, Kathryne would take her along for a couple of
hours from five to seven. They would sit up in Nicole's apart­
ment in Springville, and April would say, "Sissy, are they

really going to shoot Gary? Why doesn't Gary want to live,
Sissy?" and Nicole would be real calm about it. "Oh, I don't 



know, April," she'd say. Real calm. Like it didn't even bother
her. It bothered Kathryne so bad, she'd bawl at night. She
couldn't stand seeing the announcer on TV talking about it.
There, right in the middle of the commercials. It made every­

body on TV look crazy.

Once or twice Nicole would come to Kathryne's with the
kids and sleep over. She would never talk. Not even to her
Aunt Kathy. She would put Sunny and Jeremy to bed and then
write poetry. That was all. Writing and writing at poetry.
She was never abusive to the kids, just didn't pay much atten­
tion. Kathryne did more about correcting them than Nicole
who just sat up till one or two. She would take Kathryne's
poetry books down from the shelf, and copy poems.
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might be taking it. In fact, she went straight over to Spring­
ville from her job, and there was Nicole with her little lamp
off, writing, writing. Kathryne went in and said, "My God,

what are you doing in the dark?" Nicole said, "Oh, I hadn't

even noticed." She turned on the light, got coffee, was laugh­
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A little later, however, Nicole looked up and said she'd
like to call Kip's folks. Kathryne was all for it, but then
Nicole said, "I don't know. What would I say to them?"

It did hurt, Kathryne said to herself. She does care.
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November 3
Just listen—and don’t become rebellious or stubborn or

independent as is often your immediate reaction when told to
do or not to do a thing. Okay. What I am telling you is this:
You are not to go before me. You mention this in your letter
and I always take you serious. I don't like to tell anyone,

but especially you, to do or not to do anything. Without

giving them a reason. The reasons are this: I desire to go

first. Period. I desire it. Second, I believe I may know 



a bit more ABOUT THE TRANSITION FROM LIFE TO DEATH than you do.
I just think I do. I intend and expect to become instantly in
your physical presence—wherever you are at the time—Spring­
ville, Draper, wherever. I will do all in my power to calm
and soothe your grief, pain, and fear. I will wrap my very soul
and all of the tremendous love I feel around you. You are not
to go before me, Nicole Kathryne Gilmore. Do not disobey me.

A letter also came to Vern. In it Gary wrote that neither
Vern nor Ida had come to visit him after his death sentence,
"so that's self-evident that you're ashamed of me." Then Gary
added, "You haven't even put a frame on the portrait I gave
you. I want you to take that picture and give it to Nicole.
I don't want to have anything to do with you."

Ida was hurt. When she got her bearings, she wrote,
"I cherish the drawings you gave me. That's the only thing
I have of you. As far as me giving them up and giving them
to Nicole, you can just go sit on it, I won't do it. They're
mine."

Vern added a note to Ida's letter, "I don't know what's
gotten into you. We tried to see you down at the jailhouse

and the only person you wanted to see was Nicole, so we gave

up. That's a true fact. I'm going to back Ida all the way.
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Gary also wrote a nasty letter to Brenda and told her to
give his oil painting to Nicole. Brenda asked Vern what she
should do, and Vern told her to follow her conscience.
Brenda wrote to Gary, "I don't want to, but if you insist I
will. If it doesn't mean that much to you, it sure don't mean
that much to me. You don't want me to have that painting,
then up your bucket. I don't want it. If that's how nasty
and selfish and childish you want to be about it, I'll take
it and stuff it over Nicole's head. Then she can really wear
it and enjoy it."
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the Attorney General's office intended to take on Gilmore.
Dorius told them that Snyder and Esplin lacked standing to file 
an appeal without their client's consent^

Earl wu3 iuulI^ Lu IctjIl uhcuil u ll*g Blui lit, had the feeling
that "standing" was going to be a big legal word around here.
Even if Snyder and Esplin moved off the case, other groups or
lawyers would soon try to appeal whether Gilmore wanted it or
not. Then one's standing—one's right to take a case to court— 
was going to be very important.

was heating up fast. Too fast. Dorius had been 
looking forward to a conference for Corrections Officials that

A:* ai// r. «,*  ^,ee
he and^^MMNl were going to attend in Phoenix in a few days, 
but this was a poor time for them to leave the shop. Earl was
being interviewed like crazy by members of the media. They

caught him in his office, at home, on the street—everywhere.



"On a Monday I was arrested—
On a Tuesday they locked me in the jail—

they said guilty and the judgesOn a Thurs

Ihorus:

I
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On a We esday my trial was attested—

But these chains, the chains \they're 'bout to
I got stripes, stripes ar rid my shoulders

ieve Ford could lose--I think it's odidn't b y the second

I got stripes, stripe around my oulders,

Hey, Jimm Carter is the new Pres. Ain

he history of the entire universe that anme i

I got chains, chains aro feet—d m
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cumbent

that somethirl!

drag me down.

Deseret News
Nov. 5—The Associated Press today reported the

first public opposition to the execution. . .Utah
officials of the American Civil Liberties Union (ACLU)
and the NAACP said they will try to have their attorneys
assist in the appeal process.

ACLU spokesman Shirley Pedler said, "Our stance
is that the state does not have the right to take his
life regardless of his choices or decisions."



nSqte's Chief^Bolton. All Indians are named chief, anyhow he's 
a guar^hsgg. He was a guard in the Oregon joint wPx&?<I knew 

him several yearS^go. He's a great big fuffk<r. 300 pounds 
s a guard, and we laughed!or so, a purty good man^gyen if 

and bullshitted all the waj^ov^r-^and back. . .He told me he 
can easily undersj^erffd my feelings ana^tjiat he hopes I get my 
wishes—-Ijff^imply understands--Indians understand death more

than whito people.I-think--——-----—— i

November 5
I also got a letter from a Dennis Boaz in Salt Lake.

He's a former lawyer from California. He seems to fully
understand my situation and feels I have the right to make
the ultimate decision without interference from any legal
source. This guy Boaz is now a free-lance writer and wants
to do an article for national publication. He said he would
split any money he receives for his story with anyone I choose.

Well I reject that outright. . .1 simply refuse to capi­
talize on this in any way. . .

This is a personal thing, it is my life Nicole. I can't
help gettin some publicity but I'm not looking for any.

Warden Smith asked me today what I might like for a last

meal. I always thot that was somethin they just did in the

movies. I told him I don't know but I would like a couple cans

of Coors, he said he didn't know about that—but maybe. . .
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No sooner had Earl and Bill Barrett arrived at the con­
ference, that they noticed that Gary Gilmore was a hot news
item in Phoenix too. There were TV reports every night. In
fact, they even saw TJifcr interview with SSK,

Barrett on the ABC evening news. They were actually seeing
Barrett on national network!
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Next day Earl heard of new developments. If you jacked
up an old wall of plaster, you couldn't have more fast-deve­
loping cracks in a situation. The Utah Supreme Court had
just'ruled on Snyder and Explin's petition for an appeal and
granted Gilmore a stay of execution. Now, nobody knew now
when it would come off. That same day, Gilmore sent a mes­
sage to the Court. The papers naturally picked it up. People
could hardly believe what they were reading.

Don't the people of Utah have the courage of their con­
victions? You sentence a man to die—me—and when I accept
this most extreme punishment with grace and dignity, you, the
people of Utah want to back down and argue with me about it.
You're silly.

Right after that, Earl heard of another Gilmore letter sent

to Warden Smith:
Sir, I do not wish to see any members of the press. How­

ever there is a man named Dennis Boaz, free lance writer, and
former attorney, who I do desire to see. Mr. Boaz is the only
exception to my no-interview rule.

Who, wondered Earl, is Dennis Boaz?

fitit ib?

On Sunday night, Gary said to Cline Campbell, "I need

your help. I have no lawyer and I figure to be in court in a 



few days. I can always go up there and represent myself, but
it would look more serious if there's an attorney standing
next to me." He handed a letter to Campbell. "This man wrote
to me. Says he's a lawyer. Will you contact him?" When
Campbell promised he would Gilmore added, "You've got to do

it quick."

There was no telephone number with the letter. Next
morning, Campbell drove to the address on the envelope, and
at the door he ran into a fellow just leaving the apartment
who turned out to be Boaz' room-mate. The fellow said, "Dennis
is in bed, but I'll get him up. He's been writing all night."

When Campbell told Boaz what he was there for, both took
a good look at each other. Campbell had to take a squint
toward the ceiling. Boaz was as tall as a basketball player,
6'4" at least, and seemed to go up in extensions like a tele­
scope. At the top, he had a pleasant serious face, dark hair,
and a dark brush mustache. To Campbell he looked as much like
a tall skinny doctor or dentist as a lawyer. He also had a mild
and clear tenor voice that gave promise of talking a streak.
It was obvious words did not have to fight to make it up to
Dennis' mouth and get out on the air.

Campbell merely said, "Gilmore would like to see you at 



the prison. Can you come?"
Boaz seemed ready for that. After he got dressed, he

would follow Campbell out to the prison. That way the chap­
lain would have time to clear the way for him.

Dennis had been living rent-free in the basement. When
Campbell arrived, his first thought, half-awake, was that the
fellow might be a creditor. Campbell looked like a tough
clean■little soldier. He had a no-nonsense look about him,
straight as starch. Of course Dennis had this new Saab he was
out on a limb on. What the hell, he was broke. In fact, he
owed ten grand. With no change in the situation, he could only
declare bankruptcy and end it, although, being responsible, he
didn't want to cop out. Anyway, under such circumstances, he
naturally thought Campbell was a creditor, come to pick up the
Saab. The moment he found out Cline was instead the bearer
of good tidings, he was able to take a liking to him. A gentle
soft-spoken man, he decided, courteous and concerned.

mu pi-iLL! mm luuJ.lll^ a ..._ Uli. iuuniiimjj2__m.

i. little disorganized aKthe time, and so thebe’were books and 
>apers all over, and this tKg double^bed in the front room,

somewhat chaotic, right.^CampBell wasn't going to be impressed

jut the place’hacTdecent atmosphere. Everson was a good dude
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tower and went into the administration

hallways intersecting at
right angles and an information window to one side of this cross.

entrance and no lobby, just two narrow

The prison was 20 miles south from Salt Lake City, about

building. It had a small

Boaz parked his Saab in Theriot, walkecf’under the guard

^o»peu»d=sf=

half the way to Orem and Provo^

rCUT’CcXJ-Tl. 1X70 CC7T7K Lllti

It didn't even look like the entrance to a factory, more like the



dinky office inside the door of a large warehouse. Guards
wearing maroon blazers that were much too short in the back
for those who had big asses, were strolling down the hall,
or going in and out of the crashing double gates that led
into medium security of the prison. A trustee standing by a
glass museum case was selling tooled leather belts made by
the convicts to a group of tourists. In comparison to some
of the California operations he’d seen, Dennis thought it was
kind of old and funky for a state penitentiary. Still, it
didn't have the worse vibration for a prison, kind of farm­
like and ranch-inclined, simple were the faces of some of the
guards, and sly like they'd been out in the barn sodomizing
it with their father's prize cow after express orders not to.
Yet nothing invidious or technologically corrupt. Some of
the older guards had bellies sticking out as large as a wheel­
barrow, a simple place relatively speaking, country people as
they should be, and some very tough dudes among the guards.



small for Sam Smith who was even taller than Dennis and had

like Boris Karloff.

coming here.

thought, between Frankenstein and Andy Warhol, and wore big 
a big numb hulk of a body. He looked kind of a cross, Dennis 

light-shelled plastic frame glasses. He spoke in a soft voice 

I think," said Dennis, "you have some knowledge of my 

No," said Smith, "I don't know anything about it.

awful

Awful cautious man, thought Dennis. Smith, he decided,
was in a frozen space, expression-wise. Leaned back in his
chair and looked at his visitor with circumspection.

Dennis explained to him that he was there as a writer.
"Oh," said Smith, "we can't let any writers in here."
"Well, Gilmore wants to see me. He sent the chaplain."
Smith shook his head. These were very warden-type ener­

gies, Dennis decided. Many layers of control over fear—didn't
want anything to interfere with that control. Yes, basically
a fearful man.

'What is this?" said Dennis, starting to anger, "the man's 



got a right to talk-he's going to die soon and no one's getting
any access to him. He wants to see me. He wants to talk."

"I just can't let any writers go in," said Smith. Man,
his body was rigid. Smith moved all right for a big man, but
he sure was tightly controlled. Dennis didn't like him, not
the way he’d sit in his chair, cold, worried, not smiling.

Sam Smith sat there thinking for a long time. When he
spoke it was to surprise Dennis with his next remark.

"Well," said the warden, "you are a lawyer."
He sure knows, thought Dennis, a lot more about me than he

has let on up to now.
From California, Dennis told him, and said he couldn't

practice here. Well, murmured Sam Smith in reply, we couldn't
interfere with Gilmore's right to see a lawyer.

Now Boaz was beginning to get it. Smith wanted him to go
in as a lawyer, wanted him around instead of Esplin and Snyder.
Even if Gary had fired them, they were still the only Gilmore
lawyers in existence and they had caused a delay. Of course!
The Warden wanted wanted the execution to take place on time.

Sam Smith still wasn't physically friendly. In fact,
you might say he was physically intimidating. But now he said

in that quiet voice, never looking at Boaz, that the only way



Mr. Boaz could get in was as a legal counselor, and something
would have to be put in writing to that effect.

Dennis drafted a note. He said he wouldn't do magazine
or newspaper articles, was there as a lawyer, and added that
he was writing this at the Warden's request. Privately, he
considered it unconstitutional. The Warden was infringing
on his rights, and on Gilmore's rights. Made a point, however,
of saying, "This agreement is illegal, but I'll sign it."
The Warden was angered. It came off him like the heat from an
empty skillet that you'd forgotten on the fire. Boaz told
himself to remember that this was Mormon country and they be­
lieved in blood atonement. This all meant a great deal to Sam
Smith. First execution for America in ten years. The man
obviously had something to prove.

So he was let in, but without his tape cassette. A guard
took Boaz outside the administration building and they walked
north over a hundred yards to Maximum Security, an ugly squat
building all by itself. There Boaz was put in a fairly large
visiting room, maybe 40 by 25, with only a guard in a bullet­
proof glass cage to look at him. That guard was controlling
the door to get in and out, but probably couldn't hear much more
inside that glass than the P.A. system. So he was half asleep.



(gp
Stupor on top of old woe was the sad vibration Dennis was
getting from Max.

His first impression of Gilmore was intelligence. Dennis
felt as if an intelligence had come into the room. But a quiet
indrawn face. He might not have noticed him on the street,
not unless they had made eye contact. Gilmore had smoky gray­
blue eyes with a lot of light in them. Startling. A direct
clear gaze with no avoidance. Since he was in the loose white
coveralls they wore in maximum security and had come into the
room barefoot, Dennis could see him as a holy man in New Delhi
walking around.

They got off to a fast start. In the letter Cline Camp-
bell brought’ Gilmore had written that he might give Boaz an
interview. So now Boaz laid an awful lot down real fast.
Told him of his law background, Boalt Hall at Berkeley—Gary's
nod showed he knew those were worthy credentials—and about
the time he had put in as one of the assistant prosecutors
in the D.A.'s office of Contra Costa County west and north
of San Francisco. He had been a pot-smoking prosecutor, he
made a point of telling Gary. He knew the punitive side of
the law, but his sympathies were more to the defense in crimi­
nal matters. That was probably because of listening to Gins­
berg and Kerouac back in the late fifties when just a college



freshman—he and Gilmore must be about the same age, they
agreed—and then later giving his sympathies to people like
Mario Savio, Jerry Rubin, and the Berkeley movement in general.
He pinpointed his life with these names—Gilmore knew the names.

Lately, he had not practised much in the law, Boaz said.
Too restricting. He was interested more in the consciousness
area, encounter groups, meditation, Sufi, the process called
Fischer-Hoffman. He had come out of that process so moved by
the transformations in himself and others that he became a
Fischer-:Hoffman counsellor. Still he had found that also res­
tricting. So he had moved on to Findhorn, at least in his
mind's allegiance. He liked the idea that people in the con­
sciousness movement could know there was a place where 20 lb.
cabbages could be grown in an inch of topsoil way up in Scot­
land, even flowers would bloom in the winter through your attune-
ment to the plants, and by your ability to offer psychic conduits
to the energies as they came down.

Gilmore took it all in, and popped back fast with good
questions. Boaz was kind of blown out by it. Right away

Gilmore was giving him the best intellectual conversation he'd
had since coming to Salt Lake City—it was bizarre.

They were rapping about books, a fast heavy rap, and Gary 



was talking about "Deinian" by Herman Hesse, and "Catch-22,
Ken Kesey, Alan Watts, "Death in Venice." He called the author
Tom Mann, and said, "that pretty boy knocked me out." Finally
he said, "I like everything that wild Irish maniac, J.P. Don-
leavy, ever wrote." It wasn't so much a discussion as a sharing
of taste. He also liked "Agony and Ecstasy" and "Lust for Life"

by Irving Stone.

Dennis wasn't hearing ideas that were new to him, hell,
he was pretty cultivated in these matters if, by his own measure,
a dilettante. Still he was conversant by comparison to most,
and he was impressed that Gilmore was actually familiar with
the consciousness stuff. Nothing new to contribute, necessarily,
standard reactions in his replies, but he had done a good deal
of thinking on the subject. For example, he was very fixed on
karma in relation to reincarnation. "You cannot escape yourself,"
Gilmore said. "You have to meet yourself."

Dennis was all for that idea as part of karma, all for
seeing the universe in terms of action and reaction. You were
responsible for your actions. But he thought Gilmore was just
a little dogmatic about reincarnation. Boaz had friends who

believed in it, and he was generally knowledgeable about the
subject, but he had no intense belief himself—reincarnation
was just one possibility among others. *iL«nhi|  fiwjii" hu L&iift'n i
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"We're balanced," said Boaz, giggling.
"Yeah," said Gilmore, "we're good partners."

Numerologically, however, the letters in Gary made a seven,
and Gilmore came to a six. Thirteen was the card for death.



Boaz didn't mention it, but he could feel that death vibration
going right through Gilmore's life, and he thought, what a
waste, what a shame he's down to the last week of his life.
He was sad when he thought that he was one of the very few
people to realize that Gilmore was serious about dying with

dignity, and he told him so.

Gilmore nodded. "I'm ready to give you the interview,"
he said. He added then, "I'd like some help." They looked
at each other, "Will you," asked Gilmore, "be my lawyer?"

If he agreed, thought Dennis, a lot of friends and a lot
of lawyers were sure not going to understand what he was doing.
It was going to be awfully difficult, media-wise. But what an
opportunity. It would be such an experience!

"God," said Dennis, "do you know the kind of reputation
I'm going to get for doing this?"

"You can handle it," Gary said.
Boaz nodded. He could handle it. He would do it. Still,

he had to say, "I feel like Judas helping you get executed."
"Judas," said Gary, "Judas was the most bum beefed man

in history."

Judas knew what was going down, Gilmore said. So did

Jesus. Judas was there to help Jesus tune into the prophecy.

Now that they had agreed to work together, Boaz began to



ponder the tougher side of Gary. Macho to a certain extent.
Of course, his concept of tough was a little weird in a violent
sort of way. He had had to use a gun to prove his power after
all. An ultimate type. Lived in ultimates. Must have been a
very sensitive child. Unfortunately, sighed Boaz to himself,
that sensitivity was not cultivated. Gary had been close to
his mother, that stood out, but had always wanted recognition
of the distant father. Who didn't? Boaz could say the same
of himself.
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On the way out, Gilmore said, "I want you to come every
day."

Boaz promised he would. He had been there close to three
hours.

Sam Smith wanted to know how it had gone. He came up to

Dennis in the hall and gave a smile. It was the first smile



Boaz had seen on him, and it was sarcastic. "Well, Mr. Boaz,"
asked Sam Smith, "are you really with us?" With Us?

It brought, in turn, a smile to Dennis' face. Here he
was, a supporter of Life, and yet here he also was in this
strange situation. The Defense Attorney buddying with the
Warden. So he just said with a sarcastic smile right back,
"Yea, I'm with you. Warden." Yea/i9 All the way.
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Finally he decided to go back to the law. It was related
to some of his thinking about responsibility. His real father,
Denver Boaz, was a pipe-fitter, and Dennis never wanted to lose
his identity with the so-called working class, in fact, he'^d

even worked in college as a teamster, loading and unloading
trucks. So now he took up this retainer for the Bus Driver's
Union in Salt Lake to prepare a law suit against the bus com­
panies for not allowing bus drivers to use CB's. As Dennis
saw it, CB's could save lives in emergencies. So he was working
with keen interest on that, and commuting by Saab between Cali­
fornia and his Utah stint. It was on the last of those swings
that he saw the dead man on the highwa^wtri-ts= ~teck~~ t~o=====
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Now, one week later, his life was on the brink of great
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uired and had found out that the A.G. elect, Robert*Hai
\ as no relation tc Y General 

furious at the simiT.'aY'ity of the names, Dennis had in

<nd best-known cri

Hanse

No, Robert Hansen
v as not the lawyer Phil Hanson ..who failed to show up at the
jail after promising Ni.c^I’^K This Bob Hansen, elected just

attorney General, did not look Hast week from a^s-i'stant A.G.
lad in Dennis’ eyes. Kind of friendly and curt. A well-buil

ulldl'dUCUf-••■RyiJ'ub’lican cabinet mate-^Ssr®. They talked
about law schools right off, and Boaz knew he had gotten to
a good space in Bob Hansen's mind when he said Boalt, and
Hansen replied that he had gone to Hastings. Right. Right.
It was all so neat and formal in this big walnut panelled
office with blue rugs, dark blue velvet drapes. Dennis felt
he was very soon going to learn stuff nobody else had much
access to. Fascinating. He was kept awestruck by how the whole
thing was beginning to open up. Like on the beginning of a
two-week acid trip. ci-. ~HT3=fesde>
™*n ' I 1-1 j I h i

The media, Hansen explained, were assuming that the Attor­
ney General's office was cooperating with Gilmore's desire to
die, even piggybacking on it. Hansen, therefore, laid it out 
for Boaz. The Attorney General’s office was going to insist



&
that Gilmore would not die because he wanted to, but because
that was the lawful proper sentence for what he had done.

That said, Hansen «g u L l u b bi u II ■ U

■main ill'fflUUlLyi Boaz hit miplninart^ would need a Utah attor­
ney to sponsor him in the State Supreme Court. It happened
that the Deputy Attorney General, Mike Deamer, had a classmate 
named Tom Jones who was in the office at this time., Tom Jones 
agreed to sponsor Dennis. It was all full of teamwork and
smooth.
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MR. HANSEN: The State of Utah is not here to urge Mr. Gil­
more 1 s rights, the State is here to urge the rights
of the people. . . I submit that the Stay of Exe­
cution granted in this case is. . .contrary to the
constitution, contrary to the rights of the victim
and his family, and contrary to the public interest
as has been set forth by the laws of this state.

JUSTICE HENRIOD: Thank you. Which one of you gentlemen
wants to address the court? You may proceed.

MR. BOAZ: Your Honor, the Supreme Court of the State of
Utah. I find it both unique and ironic that the
Attorney General's office and my client take the
same position on this stand, not disagreeing with
each other. I have reviewed the case set by the
Attorney General and agree with their opinion. My
client is here to acknowledge again that he. . . un­
derstands his rights, his absolute right to an appeal—
he does not wish to have an appeal. This is not
a case where my client makes some kind of suicide
pact with the state, or has some kind of perverse
death wish, or is in an emotional or irrational state
of mind, as has been somewhat arrogantly stated by
former defense counsel. He is a man who is willing
to accept the responsibility for his act, and he
has asked that there be speedy and just execution as
well as a speedy and just trial. In this particular
case, who here in the courtroom can judge whether my
client should not choose speedy execution as opposed
to the lingering death that would accompany an im­
posed automatic appeal that might stretch into days,
months, conceivably years. My client has a right
and just expectation that justice be carried out. It
is not for us to judge. None of us here have spent
more than 90% of our adult life in the cages where
the animals are. He has made an intelligent decision
whether he wishes to continue his life or be executed.
He is here acting in that capacity as a sane, re­
sponsible man who has accepted the judgment of the
people, who has made peace with himself, and wishes
to die like a man with self-respect and dignity.

What we ask today is that you give Mr. Gil­
more his right, his freedom, his expectation that



justice be carried out. The law was set up to
provide for execution in cases of first degree
murder and he has so accepted that judgment and
that is all he is asking of the court, that the
motion for appeal be set and that the stay be
vacated, and that he be allowed to die with self-
respect next Monday. I now have some questions
for Mr. Gilmore. Gary Gilmore, do you realize
you have an absolute right to appeal? • • *
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case and we are going to bend the rules so that
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ever quest io ns^,o.u--Ttfay like to ask him at this
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MR. GILMORE: Yes sir. • • o

MR. BOAZ: Did you previously indicate to your attorneys of
record that you did not wish an appeal taken in
this case?

MR. GILMORE: I told them during the trial and perhaps
before that, that if I were found guilty and sen­
tenced to death that I would prefer to accept that
without any delay. I guess perhaps they didn't
quite take me literal because when it became a
reality and this did happen and I still indicated
I still felt the same way, they wanted to argue
with me about it. But it is a simple matter
that when things become a reality to people, they
don't take them the way they previously thought
they would. They gave me no choice but to fire
them, because they told me they were going to
file appeals over my objections. Now I wasn't
able to fire them in front of a judge and make
the matter record simply because I don't have
access to judges in court because I am in prison.
But I fired them and they understand that. I
understand also I have a right to fire a lawyer.
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MR. BOAZ: Gary Gilmore, are you in fact at this moment
ready to accept execution?

MR. GILMORE: Mot at this very moment, but I am ready
to accept it Monday morning—next Monday morning
at 8:00 A.M. That"is when it was set. That is
when I am ready to accept it.

JUSTICE HENRIOD: I think in the interest of justice we
should ask Mr. Snyder to state his position^ 1
want this to be very brief.

MR. SNYDER: I would state for the record that it is my
opinion that I have talked to Mr. Gilmore far
more and far longer than Mr. Boaz has. It is my
opinion that this type of decision facing Mr. Gil­
more, has placed tremendous emotional stress and
strain upon him. We have all had experiences, I
think, where under times of emotional stress we
have acted in matters which are not necessarily
rational and which we would not otherwise act
under other circumstances. . .What Mr. Gilmore,
in my opinion, is attempting to do in this case
is tantamount to suicide. He does not have to
die.

JUSTICE HENRIOD: .Mr. Snyder, I think every member of the
Court knows you are simply repeating something
that you placed in the Petition.

MR. SNYDER: I apologize for that, Mr. Chief Justice.
I don't want to go into any more than what we have
already said, but. . .1 think that some psychia­
trists would think that a person who has suicidal
tendencies has—

JUSTICE HENRIOD: I'm sorry, Mr. Snyder, but we can't
continue this thing all morning, and what you are
doing is pleading the merits of the case, and
that has been done in the trial court before a
jury.

MR. SNYDER: I don't think we plead that at all. I think
it would be a shame if this court at this point
withdrew the Stay of Execution, and allowed Mr. Gil­
more to be executed on November 15th without having
reviewed and considered the substantial matters
which are raised both by the trial conviction and
the subsequent proceeding.



JUSTICE HENRIOD: Thank you.
JUSTICE MAUGHAN: . . .your concern then, as I understand

it, is to make sure that as a matter of fact due
process has occured. . .

MR. SNYDER: That is exactly correct. . -We were appointed
by the court to insure that Mr. Gilmore got a fair
trial and that there was no error and the process
of the trial ought to have been reviewed by this
court, particularly when you are talking about
something as substantial and as serious as death.

JUSTICE ELLETT: You are no longer in it. You have been
relieved, you have been supplanted. . .

MR.. SNYDER: I understand that. . .
JUSTICE ELLETT: Why won't you accept in good grace his

firing you, like he is willing to accept in good
grace the sentence of the Court?

JUSTICE CROCKETT: I think that counsel has done what
they conscientiously think they should do and I
think we should not criticize them for what they
have done. But, we have a different situation
now and we all appreciate it.

JUSTICE HENRIOD: Mr. Gilmore, is there anything that you
would like to say at this time without being asked
any questions?

MR. GILMORE: Your Honor, I don't want to take up a lot of
your time with my words. I believe I was given a
fair trial and I think the sentence is proper and
I am willing to accept it like a man. I don't wish
to appeal. I don't know exactly what the motives
are of Mr. Esplin and Mr. Snyder. I assume they
are concerned about me, but as I said, they under­
stood my feelings before this happened. I know
they have professional careers to consider—maybe
they are catching some criticism they don't like.
I don't know. But I desire to be executed on sched
ule, and I just wish to accept that with the grace
and dignity of a man and I hope you will allow that
to be. That is all I have to say.



Gary and Dennis were in a room together when the result
was brought in- The Utah Supreme Court had lifted the stay.
Monday November 15th, Mr. Gilmore would be executed.

Gary was content with the result, Dennis thought. In
fact, he was elated. "This man is determined," Dennis said
to himself. "It brings him peace to know he's leaving all
this." In a few minutes, Dennis would be saying as much at
a press conference.

"You can have," Gary said now, "everything you make off
the writing." "Oh, no," Dennis said, laughing, "I figure
50/50. It just seems fair."

It was the first time they had discussed terms. 50/50
it would be. They didn't even bother to draw up a paper.
Just shook hands.
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November 10

Dear Gilroy,
He vuzz justa keed1 I've been debating wether or not

to'write, but I decided just to drop a few lines and enclosed
a few dollars, I'm sure you can put it to good use.

I've heard a lot concerning you on the news; you know
you've got more style, class, and guts than anyone I've ever
met.

There is something I want to say and as you know I’m
not good with words such as you, so I'll just come out and
say it.

I don't know what kind of funeral arangements your family,
relatives, & Nicole have made, but if there is anything I can
do to help out financially just let me know who and where you
want it sent.

Geebs



Ill THE SOB SISTER

get an interview with Gary because of those darn prison re-
quirementsj Tamera Smith noticed a great interest beginning
in Nicole Barrett. The word was out that she was seeing Gary 

About the time^everybody was finding out they couldn't 

every day, so everybody was trying to get an interview. Nobody
had been successful, except for a fellow on Channel 5 who
talked with Nicole for a few minutes on the air one night, and
Tamera thought she was not at her best on that. Nicole looked
terribly peaked and worried, like a drenched little bird.

Anyway, a fellow reporter of Tamera's on the Deseret
News named Dale Van Adda, happened to be complaining how hard
it was to get to that girl, so Tamera said, "I've met her
before. Would you like me to try?"

Van Adda looked at her for what she was, girl reporter
out of college, and said, "I don't think it will do you any
good," but he called up the prison, and Nicole happened to be
in the Maximum Security Visiting room. Dale got her on the 



phone right off. Tamera wasn't expecting to talk to Nicole
that quickly, and hardly knew what to tell her, except that
right away, Nicole remembered who she was, which was a nice
surprise to Tamera. She said, "I wonder if you'd like to
get together and talk a little." Even on the telephone,
Tamera felt the thought go all the way in. Nicole always
received the things you said so seriously. Like she took
even the most casual remark all of the way into herself.
It was as if the only time she trusted herself to give the
right answer was if she got all of what you laid on her.
Now, after a pause, Nicole said she really wouldn't want to
talk, but there was something about the nice way she answered
that was encouraging. Tamera asked Nicole if they could do
it off the record. Again, there was the pause, and then
Nicole said, off the record, that would be OK. She said it
like she was really seeing a hand lift the arm off the turn­
table. Tamera told her she'd come out and pick her up at
the prison. That way Nicole wouldn't have to hitchike home.
They could talk on the ride.

Therefore, Tamera was standing out in the parking lot,
stomping around in the early November snow and shivering,
when Nicole came down the walk from JKhximum, looked around,

saw her, gave a nice smile and came over. Right off on the
drive, however, Nicole started looking sad again, and soon



mentioned that her grandfather had died, and his funeral
was going to be in two days. Then she began speaking about
Kip who had also died just a day or two ago, then on top of
it all, mentioned that Gary was pretty excited today because
he had won in front of the Utah Supreme Court that morning.
Now he was probably going to face a firing squad on Monday.
What surprised Tamera the most was that Nicole didn't appear
that upset; she was still and calm, just sitting in the car,
smoking away quietly, one of those people who looked like
they really enjoyed a cigarette. Somehow the drive couldn't
have been more natural.

. Since it was getting a little closer to that good inti­
mate mood they had reached back last summer, Tamera stopped
in Provo to buy Nicole lunch, and they must have talked for
a good two hours there at J.B.'s on Main Street, eating Big
Boys, and going for the milkshake. J.B.'s was usually jammed
with college kids, but this was the middle of the day, and it
was pretty empty. Before long Tamera could feel how Nicole
was getting off on talking to her.

The time she had met her before was back in August for
Gary's second preliminary hearing. Tamera was working then

C.\

as a Provo string^for the Deseret News, a job she got on the
basis of the work done at BYU on the Daily Universe. From 



all that college journalism, she was already used to a police
beat, but this was the first case she covered as a professional,
and once in court, she found it was Nicole who captured all her
attention.

When they brought Gilmore into the room, shuffling along
in■leg shackles, there had been this girl sitting in the front
row who he stopped in front of, and kissed, and Tamera knew
right away, of course, it had to be his girlfriend. She even
heard him say, "I love you." Tamera found herself having this
immediate empathy for the girl. Gilmore didn't look anything
really overpowering right then, just a regular criminal, hard
looking, almost sleazy, with a marked-up face. Tamera felt
humiliated for him having to be in leg manacles, walking in
short jerky steps like he was a spavined monster or something,
but it was the girl who drew her, in fact, absolutely fascinated
her by her looks. The girl had a kind of mystique about her,
a sky glow, Tamera thought, almost like an old movie star.
The drama of it came right over Tamera. Now, there's another
woman in the story besides the widows, she said to herself.

After court, Tamera hung in the background and watched
Gary kiss Nicole goodbye. Then she watched Nicole follow him
right up to the police car, and wave until he was completely

out of sight, and then start walking toward her own car looking



compelling need to talk and sprang across the street to do it.

At the time, it had nothing to do with a story. Nicole
had no information Tamera needed, and Gilmore was just a
routine case. But Tamera wanted Nicole to know somebody cared.
So often, especiably in a town like Provo, everybody took the
side of the victims.

At the car, she said, "My name is Tamera Smith, and I
work for the Deseret News and I saw you in that courtroom.
I'd like to talk, but it's not for a story, just as friends.
I wonder if you'd like to get some coffee. You must have a
lot on your mind right now." Nicole kind of hesitated, then
said, yea, she'd like that, so they got in her car, which
drove in the most awful way, you never knew which gear it
would go into, and Nicole mentioned it had been in an accident
a few days before, and they went down to Sambo's and talked.

The girls told each other about themselves, in fact,



Tamera found herself rattling away at a great rate. She was
amazed that she even told Nicole how her father had died and
ever since she had this hunger inside herself, this terrible
empty space that just kept her moving all the time. Then
she confessed she'd been writing to a guy who was in prison,
and her brothers and sisters, who were all as devout Mormons
as’you could find, and her stepmother as well, had been terribly
upset about it. But this prison fellow had been wonderful,
however, had written to her all the time, and she'd even gone
to visit him in Kentucky. That certainly opened Nicole up.
She talked about Gary.

All the while Tamera was enraptured with her. It wasn't
that Nicole was a striking beauty, and yet she was. She had
such an air of calm. Tamera thought it was like sitting on
the porch for all of a hot July afternoon, as if Nicole had a
spell to her or something, just that lone calm feeling. From
some of the stories she was telling, Tamera figured she really
had to have a big temper, but she was so calm that day, very, 
very serene.

When they said goodbye, Tamera gave her telephone number,
and said, "If you ever need help, I'd be■glad to see you."

That was it. The paper didn't assign her the trial and she
had no more to do with the case. She and Nicole went their 
separate ways. She almost forgot.



2.

They had been eating hambu2rgers and onions in Sambo's
that last time, and Tamera kept remembering the funky smell of
old onion and catsup on her fingers as they talked. Now, at
J.B.'s, having a B|g Boy, it was kind of incredible to
listen to Nicole because, hey, wow, Tamera didn't know if
Nicole had no friends at this time, or whether there was no­
body in her family she could trust, but she sure let the flood
gate go. Right over those hambuqrgers, she told Tamera how
she was planning suicide. Told Tamera str,igth up, all those
deaths hanging on her, Kip, her grandfather, Gary soon. Ta­
mera could see she was afraid to face suicide, had a lot of
mixed emotions.

What really made Tamera want to cry was that here
Nicole was waiting out her death date just like Gilmore.
Every time he would get a stay, she would too. It was
making her nervous, Nicole said. She told Tamera Gary had 
a vision of what life would be like after death. When she



was around him, Nico^J'said she felt convinced he was right
and had no fear. But when she got away, she did feel
afraid again. She wanted to talk about it.

It was mind-blowing for Tamera. Her friends were always
kidding her for being^an emotional person anyway, and
Tamera h^fj^-agreed. She always thought she was one of the



most divided people she knew. So devout and true-believing
on the one hand, so crazy with her impulses on the other.
Why, to anyone but herself, she would have been a mess.
To grow up with the Doctrine of Covenants, and believe all
of it to this day, yet go hog wild over the Rolling Stones.
Her roommates at BYU used to say that if she didn't gush,
she'd overflow—there was such lava inside. Now, to get
handed this story. It was the biggest story she'd ever come
near, yet at the same time she was worried stiff over Nicole.
Worried about her with the same kind of fear you would feel
if you had to meet God with no railing to hold onto. Tamera
sometimes knew such fear when she had not been a good Mormon.
It was an awful thing to wake up with in the morning. Won­
dered if Nicole now felt that all the time.

She hadn't planned on prying. They'd just been driving
along and after they got to the restaurant it had been casual
for awhile—"I notice you got your, hair cut,"—such conver­
sation. Then Nicole asked Tamera what she thought dying was
like, and the after life. It hit Tamera. Hit her hard.
She looked at Nicole, "You're not thinking about killing
yourself?" she asked. Nicole said right back, "Yeah, I am."
"What about the kids?" Tamera asked.

Nicole said. "I'm not a good mother anyway." She looked 



like she would cry. She didn't, she confessed, treat them
nearly as good as she wanted to. Tamera asked if she and
Gary talked a lot about this suicide, and Nicole looked back,
and said, "That's all we ever talk about."

Tamera was burning by now to write a story.

On the street, outside Nicole's building, which looked
like a little two-story motel, they could see a van from a
Salt Lake TV station. Sure enough, they were no sooner on the
stairs that led to the second floor balcony, when a cameraman
and a reporter rushed out of a waiting car. By the time Nicole
had picked, up Jeremy from her neighbor, Kathy Maynard, he was
up on the landing with them. "You Nicole Barrett?", he asked.
"I'm her sister," Nicole said, and readjusted Jeremy on her
hip. "No, you're Nicole," the reporter insisted. She looked
back calmly, "I'm her sister. She's up at the prison." "You're
Nicole, I recognize you," the reporter said. "No, I'm the
sister." She and Tamera just walked away, strolled down the
balcony and into her apartment. The moment the door was shut,
they began to laugh. It all emboldened Tamera to ask a little
later if she could write the story after all.

That happened after Nicole got out some of Gary's drawings.
Tamera told her she thought they were awfully talented. She
said people ought to know more about Gary's life. It was a 



good argument to use, and Tamera believed it, too. In fact,
looking at the drawings, she felt he must have an intense
inner life. The drawings were so sorrowful and so controlled.

Sitting there, she told Nicole about the boyfriend who
was a convict. Tamera had met him while doing an interview
at-Provo City Jail when she was still at BYU. Here was this
guy in a cell who was warm and good looking. It was an un­
happy case. All he'd done was steal a bunch of credit cards
and cameras and stuff. She had fallen in love with him right
off the bat. Then she got truly nailed because he wrote mag­
nificent love letters and she corresponded with him for a
year and a half. Sometimes she got as many as seven letters
a day. It was the nearest thing to filling the cavity in her
heart that her father's death had left. His letters kept
saying, wow, you're so beautiful, and I've never met anyone
like you, your understanding and your patience has overcome
me. Wow, wow, wow, his letters went.

She told Nicole how she'd even gone and taken a bus to
Kentucky after he sent her money, and she spent 6 hours a
day visiting him every day for a week. Her family thought
she was off her rocker, but that was precious time.

It was a minimum security prison, and they sat on the lawn
and talked and read together out of books, and she had never 



felt as close to anybody in her life. Her roommates were
agog when she got back. They fixed her up with a nice guy
for her birthday, but after she returned to the apartment
and said good night to the date, seven of her roommates sud­
denly jumped out of the bedroom and they were all wearing
T-shirts with her boyfriend's prison number across them.
They flashed water pistols, and kidnapped her, and took her
to this restaurant. She guessed she was kind of a legend
at BYU because of such strange things always happening.
Her roommates even took pride in the way they had learned
to handle it all in passing. "You never know what's going to
happen next in Tami's life," they learned to say smugly about
her.

When her boyfriend got out of prison, he came back to
Provo and got a job as a carpenter. About three weeks later,
he took Tamera's car, loaded it up with everything he could
get out of her house and the house of the fellow he was living
with, and drove off. Tamera hadn't seen him since.

Having it end like that, she wondered how close she had
ever been to that boy, or how close anyone else had ever been.
His whole life had to be a constant con. He had told so many
lies that she wondered how she could have felt so close. They
hadn't been sharing the same truth evejj, she said to Nicole.



Yet at the same time, there had been some kind of truth, some 
kind of real closeness. They certainly had cone through a
lot together during the time they knew each other.

3.

Now in the silence that followed, Tamera really couldn't
hold it back any longer. She was so excited, she said, "Please,
let me just—" She gulped. She said, "Look, this is what I'll
do. I'm going to find a typewriter, write a story, and bring
it back and let you read it. If you don't like what I do, we'll
just forget about it, you know. Because, after all—I said
it'll be off the record," Tamera went on, "so if you still
want it that way, it will be. But I got to try."

She left. She found a typewriter. She went over to an
old roommate's apartment and told her what was going on and
sat down and started. It felt weird. There were so many
constraints it took a couple of hours to write a couple of
pages and bring them back, and Nicole, reading, took it all
into herself, and looked up and said., "No, I don't feel good
about it." Tamera said, "Okay, that's it, then."

She felt disappointed, but, big deal—she'd just have
to wait. She wasn't going to violate the agreement.



The disappointment must have been scratched right into 
her face, because now Nicole felt bad too. Tamera said,
"Don't worry. That was our agreement." But Nicole got up
and went over to a cabinet, and said, "Well, I'm gonna show
you something I never showed before. Would you like to read
Gary's letters?"

That was another heavy thing in what had been a heavy
day. Tamera said, "Sure." Nicole took this drawer full,
and dumped them on the table. There were so many envelopes
Tamera just started reading at random. She couldn't believe
it. Right off, she picked one out of the pile that had some
really good quotes, and she said, "Nicole, would you mind if
I wrote down a couple of these sentences?"

They came to a kind of agreement: Tamera wouldn't do
any story now, but after Nicole was gone^ Tamera could
write anything she wanted. So they both sat there at the
kitchen table and read letters, and Tamera copied quotes as
fast as she could. She finally left about 8 that night.
They'd been together since noon.

Usually on the drive from Provo to Salt Lake, Tamera
took it fast and got a lot of tickets and went along with
her radio full blast. On this night she poked along at 50, 



and tried to think. She didn't know what to do. She couldn't
sleep and by morning, decided to tell her editor. It all seemed
too big. So, in his sanctum, strictly off the record, she told
him that Nicole was planning to commit suicide when Gilmore
went, and her editor remarked how he had heard as much out
there in the newsroom from other reporters. There were a lot
of’ rumors going around. This new information, however, con­
vinced him. He was going to alert the authorities. That made
Tamera feel better.. She soon developed a plan in her mind.

She had got to thinking that what Nicole needed most
right now was a friend of her own, and Tamera was going to
be that friend. She would get her out doing things, out
from under that huge burden of. living with Gilmore in her
mind all the time.

4.
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There was also a letter for Gibbs that day. Gary gave
a rundown on the letters he was receiving.

So far, I've gotten one from Napoleon, one from Santa
Claus, several from Satan, and you wouldn't believe how many
postmarks and return addresses Jesus Christ himself uses. . .
People think I'm crazy. Ha ha ha.

You'll never guess who I got a letter from. Brenda!
First she helps them catch me, then she helps them convict
me, now she wants to write and visit. She's got more balls
than a bull elephant.

The next day, Thursday, as soon as Tamera came into
work, she got a call right away from a correspondent for



Time magazine in Los Angeles. He heard she'd been with Nicole.
Wanted to know if she had a little information to pass along.
Pressure was also coming down on her editors. They were com­
plaining about having to stall old newspaper acquaintances.
It was the first time Tamera had really seen how much the news­
paper business was like a marketplace. "Here, I'll give you
a piece of my story today, if you take care of me tomorrow."
She had always thought it was closer to the movies: you went
out by yourself and brought it back alive.

At this point, the Deseret News took Tamera off other assign­
ments, and the news editor said, "You're on Nicole. Do what
you have to do." When she looked blank, he added, "I don't
care if you have to bring her up to Salt Lake, and have her
stay with you at your house. I don't care if you have to
take her out to dinner, or what it costs. Do anything, but
don't lose that story." Well, this was more like what she
had thought it would be. Then the guy from Time magazine
called back to say he wanted quotes and when she told him,
"This is between me and Nicole," he said, "Well, she's given
an interview to the New York Times." Tamera just thought,
"WHAT??" Just yesterday, Nicole had told her of turning
down an offer of $2000 from the National Enquirer and also

refusing the Times. So this piece of news made Tamera feel

a little ticked.



Later that morning, therefore, as Nicole was coming out
of prison, Tamera was waiting and said, "I got to talk."
When she brought up the interview with the Times, Nicole
said, "That's ridiculous. I'm not talking to anyone."

"Well," said Tamera, "I just want you to understand my
position. This is an important story. I'll keep the secrets
you told me so long as you also keep them." Then she looked
real straight at Nicole. "But as soon as you start talking
to other media people, I don't feel bound to honor our agree­
ment. If you want to earn some money on this thing, you're
totally justified. If somebody can pay you, that's great.
But I want you to know I'll write a story too when that happens."

Nicole just said,' "Agreed." That was the understanding.
They were still friends. All of Tamera's anger went away.
She just loved Nicole again and started making plans for what
they could do on Saturday, her day off. Maybe they could go
up to the mountains. It would be a good idea to get out.
Nicole agreed.

5.

Then they went over to Kathryne's house and had whole

wheat toast, and talked, and in the course of that, Nicole
whispered that she wanted Tamera to keep Gary's letters. She
didn’t want her mother to see them after she was gone.



Next, Nicole and Kathryne got into the most impossible
conversation. "By the way," Nicole said, "I'm going to the
execution Monday morning." Kathryne said, "Sissy, I don't

want you up there at that."
"Well," said Nicole, "I'm going."
"If you are," said Kathryne, "I'm going along."
"Gary didn't invite you," Nicole said.
"I don't care whether he did or not. I'm not going

to see his execution. I'll be there to wait for you."
"No," Nicole said, "I'll go myself."
"Get it straight, kid," said Kathryne, "get it straight.

I'm taking you there."

Then the news came over the radio. None of them could
believe it. Governer Rampton had issued a stay. Gary's
execution had just been delayed again. That was what the
radio announcer kept saying in a particularly excited voice.

Tamera was sure glad her editor had said to stick with
Nicole. Otherwise she might have lost her head, and run back
to the newspaper to see if they needed her. Instead, she
could offer to take Nicole over to the prison again, and on
the way, Nicole gave her the key to the apartment in Spring­
ville, and told her to go back and pick up the letters, and
hold them.

All of that twenty minute trip to the prison, Nicole still 



looked calm, but Tamera knew she was stunned. What came
off was one clear message: Gary was certainly going to com­
mit suicide, and that was bringing her own death very near.

She started talking to Tamera about her mother-in-law,
Marie Barrett. She really liked Marie, she said, liked her
a lot better than Jim Barrett if you got down to it. Marie
was a groovy lady and really loved Sunny and Jeremy-S\

Sunny and maybe Jeremy ought to grow up with her after she
was gone.

Then she told Tamera about the last time she saw Marie.
It was just after Kip was killed in the rock slide. She told

-flair- Uip csMS
Marie then Jeremy's father, and Marie only answered,

"You know, Nicole, you never told me who he was."
"Now, Gary will be gone soon," Nicole had said. "I don't

know what there is about me."

She had been sitting at the kitchen table, feeling mise­

rable all over. Marie said, "Nicole, maybe next time, you'll
find a fellow you can have a good relationship with. Just be



more careful. Check him out a little more before you get
married."

Nicole said, "There won't be another time."
"You're through with men?" Marie asked.
She almost gave it away. Nicole said, "I don't know

what I mean, but there won't be another time."

Marie started asking her what would happen to the kids.
Nicole said, "If something does happen, would you take them?"

"Sure I would," Marie said, "you know I would. Only
nothing's going to happen to you."

"Later that day," Nicole said, "the cops came around to
Springville and knocked on the door and kind of looked me over."
Just made polite conversation at the door, and she as-ked: as
natural as she could, but she knew Marie had sent them.
Nicole would still trust her with her children, but didn't
know about confiding in her personally. Tamera took it as
a message.

Anyway, soon as she dropped her at the prison, Tamera
returned to Nicole's apartment, got the letters, put them
in a grocery sack, and then searched the place to see if she

could find a gun or sleeping pills. Didn't know what she was 
going to do if she did locate something, but she made the search.



IV—IN THE EARLY REIGN OF GOOD KING BOAZ

The Provo Herald

Gilmore Will Plead Case Before Board
Nov. 11, 1976. . .Salt Lake City (DPI)—
Gary Gilmore won't get to keep his date
with death Monday.

The 35-year-old killer, who had per­
sonally persuaded the Utah Supreme Court
to let him die "with dignity, like a man"
before a firing squad next week, was
given an unwanted stay of execution
Thursday by Utah Gov. Calvin L. Rampton.

Rampton asked the Utah Board of Par­
dons to review Gilmore's conviction at
their next meeting on Wednesday, Nov­
ember 17, and decide if the death pen­
alty is justified.

Gilmore, an Oregon parolee who had al­
ready picked a six-pack of beer as his
last meal, said he was "disappointed
and angered" by the  governor' s atztion.

In a statement dictated to his attorney,
Dennis Boaz, Gilmore said, "The governor
is apparently bowing to pressure from
various groups who are motivated by
publicity and their own egotistical con­
cerns rather than concern for my 'welfare.'"

"People opposing the execution are hypo­
crites," Boaz said. "They are not acting
on' Gary's behalf. They are doing it for
they own motives. He has a right to indi­
vidual justice."



iverybody was stopping him in the lobby and corridors of

think of the governor'on the TV set. you
everyone was askitig h'irn.action?" "I

"but it's my impression theesearch
;tay was

it," he would^tell them
improper.X

Why improper?"

:he hotel and motel, saying "What's going on in Uta£*  ' People

"Beca.uSe it was granted at the request\of outside par-
e realized he was closer to the office at this point

were whispering during the seminars. Earl fel as if the con-

w just totally destroyed ,S6r him. He couldn'ference was by
Kept racing back^to his room to catch

he was flipping the
listen to anything.

to the conference, and decided to check outtha Phoenix

the news. If he wasn' on the phone
at' ''do

[ties.

and

stations
haven't had a chance

Deseret News
Gilmore Story is Front Page News
November 11, Salt Lake. . . The decision
by the Utah Supreme Court to allow Gary
Mark Gilmore to die before a prison firing
squad was front page news today in the New
York Times, the New York Daily News and
the Washington Post.



The New York Times
Nov. 11, 1976--Detective Glade M. Perry of
the Provo Police Department was one of the
volunteers for the firing squad. "Somebody's
got to do it," he said, "and we've got the
guts to put our lives on the line every day."
A gray-haired, elderly man, who was inter­

viewed on the streets of Provo and refused
to give his name, said: "The parents of the
boys that Gilmore killed should be given the
chance to shoot him."

Sheriff Ed Ryan of Ogden said that in the
past he received dozens of requests from people
who wanted to serve on a firing squad, but
he added:

"Most of them talk big but they'd have buck
fever if the time ever came to do the job. I
don't care what your personal feelings are about
capital ounishment, it's a messy job. One of
the men on my force participated in an execu­
tion nearly 20 years ago and he swears he's
sorry he ever did it—it still bothers him late
at night."

Xo' "aid
Gilmore let it be
the condemned .min s
a six-pack,of'cold

Novell, Salt Lake—. . .
known his choice for
traditional-, last mean was
beer.
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The Herald

Provo, Nov. 12 , 1976—j«3oaz said he plans to
"make some money" from Gilmore's story and
split it 50-50 with the condemned man's
family and any charities he may choose.

He also suggested that his client be shot
on prime time television as a deterrent to
other criminals.

I couldn't have gotten involved in this



case unless I believed in capital punish­
ment," Boaz said. "I think executions
should be on prime time. Then we would
get some deterrent out of it."
Utah State Prison officials have de­

cided not to allow reporters to see Gil­
more's shooting if it takes place—let
alone show it on TV as Boaz has advocated.
It is the first time in state history that
representatives of the news media have been
barred from covering an execution.

The Salt Lake Tribunal
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called him over and said, "I heard there was an interview with



a London newspaper this morning. Do you know anything about
that?"

Dennis was in a real state of excitement. David Susskind
had just been on the phone. He was interested in doing a movie
on Gilmore's life. There could be large money at the other end,
and real moral responsibility. No matter how much money, he
would have to keep the story open for everybody. Dennis' mind
was racing.

"The London newspaper?" he said to Sam Smith. "Oh, sure,
I set it up."

Sam Smith blew. Dennis had put this smirk on, and the
warden's face got red, unusual color for a pale man. Then he
shouted. Every employee in the offices at that end of the hall
popped their heads out. For that matter, Dennis was startled
too. Nobody was used to Sam Smith yelling.

Smith said he was going to file suit and call the Bar.
Dennis said, "I couldn't care less, warden." He was beginning
to take personal pleasure in looking for statements that would
rile Sam Smith. There was something about Sam's skin that in­

spired you to get under it. Maybe it was the film of secrecy
that man exuded, like his skin was a condom he pulled up over
himself.

Dennis even laughed when the warden had him strip-searched 



just to be vindictive. It was a comedy.
«to his armpits, ttJ^R^aw^^wduiij iliuifuu

wil l! tliL LIii

7^e

iisy

<T-to-G?Pry

after he got through the strip-search and was
taken into maximum, he met Nicole. There was a slitted window
along the south end of the visiting room, and there she was
sitting on Gary's lap, right at that end window, both of them

-p ,, ; , > I ,, f" ■*  ’ <1 -tVx n .1 r) I - . .

looking out^ She didn't pay much attention to Dennis at first.
Necking with Gary was all she was heeding.

Still, when she came out of it, Dennis thought she had a
sweeter, more innocent-looking face than he had anticipated,
and a melancholy wistfulness he definitely liked.

All the while, Dennis couldn't help noticing that Gary
was jealous. For that reason, Dennis didn't try to hard to
get the conversation going until she began to talk. Yet, be­
fore she left, Nicole asked Dennis if maybe he could help her

get a divorce. Gary glowered at that. He didn't like the budding
friendship whatso ezer. Looked like he thought Nicole was 

flirting when all she was telling Dennis was that her grand­
father's funeral would be starting in an hour or so.



Once Dennis was alone with him, however, Gary hardly
gave him a chance to talk about Nicole or Susskind's offer.
He was too fired up over Governor Rampton, and the subject
proved infectious. Dennis loved the way Gary could pass you
his steam. In fact, Dennis felt like a boiler, all fired up
himself at what he could say about the Governor. So he held
an impromptu press conference with a few reporters on the
steps of the prison, right in the cold November air.

He'd been having press conferences practically twice a
day since he and Gary won at the Utah Supreme Court and he
kept telling the press over and over, that he was there to
represent free and open dealing and would present his life
as an open book. He might get roasted, but his responsibility
was to be very Aquarian and open, even report things about
himself and his feelings that might seem strange,
I4M* IJPHI'll.i . . 1 J nnnn
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he came out of the Utah Supreme Court, he had told the re­

porters he was in Salt Lake because he thought it had a higher



percentage of beautiful women than any city he d been in.
Plus the fact, he told the press, that a lot of these women
like to meet Californians. For the taste of evil. There were
millions to be made here, he said, importing California con­
sciousness. Really, he said. Of course, they never printed
a word of it. They probably couldn't spell the names he gave
them. He told them how he had talked to the Birkenstock dis­
tributor in San Rafael and wanted to bring Birkenstock sandals
here (which any good Rolfer could tell you were better than
earth shoes.) Why, a Rolfer would judge someone who wore
earth shoes as a shlunk.

The press responded by asking about his financial affairs
"I have nothing to hold back," he told them. "The fact is,
I owe $10,000, actually about $15,000, if you include not only
what I owe creditors but friends. I have no shame about this.
I made a bad investment once, and immediately found the whole
thing bellied up, money gone."

The word in response, he soon learned, was that he was
playing Gilmore for the money. He didn't care. The word
would turn around when they realized he wasn't. Sfe-aisegte
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I "Salt Lake City is 21 and reduces to 3 which is a number al-
chemists attributed to salp. Salt Lake. There's a resonance .
to numerology, a super synchronicity implicit in the scene. I'm
not a numerology nut, of course1 believe
in free will too much for that. Free will is paramount. But

,Snumerology can be an excellent exercize of the mind for some­
one like me. It keeps me sensitive to patterns. Every spir­
itual discipline reveals a pattern, after all. Then you choose
your route through the patterns. That's where free will comes
in.

"What are your plans for the future, Dennis?" asked the
press.

"I’m going to teach a course," he told them enthusiasti­
cally, "at Westminster College, going to call it, Human rights--
Society and Symbolism. I've got a thesis that our fundamental
rights are found in symbols of 7,000 years ago. It'll be a
course in Sufism, I Ching, some numerology, astrology, Hindu
Tantra, the Tao, Confucius. I'll tie it all in."

"You say you have a great many debts?"
"I announce my debts," said Boaz. "I also owe $2100 to

Mastercharge, but I won't pay that. A friend embezzled with
my Mastercharge card. That's Mastercharge's affair, not mine."

They wanted to know what he had published. He had not 



published yet, he said. Did he write under his own name?
He wrote under K.V. Kitty, under Lejohn Marz. Another pen
name was S.L.Y. Fox. Fox, he told them meant 666 the sign
of the beast. Of course they had never heard of Aleister
Crowley.

They tried to bring him back to the subject. What did
he think of Governor Rampton's decision? It was monstrous.
They could quote him. He was always surprised at how little
they quoted him.

■Wui WbUid LllUji pilixL whate'-he <eei?8l noufe hr

a cell so narrow he

an touch both wa
seat on the bars. noise confounds

Gary puts a towel

mattress.

s

me,
I'm interrupted, I just\stop talking.\

"Dennis, who does the talking when you get togeth<

.t times, Gary saysf to 'Listen, I don't\like to be inter-
upted. Sometimes, if

out. 'Take
it down,' they tell him, 'or ice'll come in and remove your

ell them. "Gary

a man's last thoughts

lives," he said, "in

replied. "I just throw in puns.

mnis nodded his head. It did not matter if they got a tenth

they asked. "Do you tell .Gilmore what \to do?" "Gilmore doi
nost of the talking, " .^Boaz

2 4 hours a day. Guar is

rs to keep the ILon the

The light is on

of wl he said. Let them mi it



"What do you and Gary talk about?"
"We talk," said Boaz,:"of evolution. Of the evolution

of the soul. Gary speaks of Edgar Cayce and the Akashic Re­
gister. We discuss karma and the need to take responsibility
for our deeds. We are like gods and goddesses. The only way
to have total freedom is to have total responsibility." They
never printed any of this.
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That was how his interviews went. Now, on this day, on
those steps, fresh with the rumor that Warden Smith had gone

hog wild with'rage, the reporters wanted to know what Dennis
had done to get him so mad.



Well, he said, he had sold two interviews. One had gone
for $500 to the London Daily Express, and another for $500 to
a Swedish labor-union newspaper. The Swedes were probably at­
tracted by the historical coincidence, Dennis suggested. Joe
Hill, the famous Swedish immigrant who organized the Wobblies,
was executed in Utah in 1915, didn't they remember, "I dreamt I
saw Joe Hill last night alive as you and me?" Why, Joe Hill had
asked his best buddy to carry his remains across the state line
into Wyoming. "I don't want," said Joe Hill, "to ever spend
another night in Utah."

"What was the other sale?" they asked.
"Bryan Vine for the Daily Express. Talked With A Killer

is what he's going to call it. A good man, funny, clever. He
was the first to offer me money," said Dennis. "Came right out
front with it."

"What did you get?"
"I told you, $500!"
"Don't you think it was cheap?"
"I know it was cheap, but I didn't want to make too much

and look like I was greedy. Shit, $500 for a ten minute inter­
view! That's good money for your time. Gary can appreciate

that." He would talk, and they would write, and then the news
stories would come out. They made him look relatively respon­

sible in the newspaper stories, like a controlled nut, Dennis
thought.



3.

That same morning, Tamera got at work at 5 A.M. and
spent six hours copying Gary's letters on the Xerox machine.
Some of the reporters sort of raised their eyebrows at how
Tamera hovered over the stuff. She didn't want anyone reading
it, didn't feel like hearing the sort of cynical and nonchal­
ant comments newspaper people could make. Still, nobody seemed
terribly excited.

At Friday afternoon meeting that day, the Executive
Editor said, "I don't think we're really interested in love
letters," just brushed it off like that.

The paper was famous, of course, for being the leading
Mormon daily in the world, and was owned by the Church, so it

for the Deseret News to get excited about having these love



letters in the house. Except they would have been yesterday.
Tamera was struck with how rapid the shift of attitude was
around the paper. Two days ago, they'd been frantic to get near

ectric as she copied the letters. She did take the originals
home, however, and lock them in her cedar chest.

November 12
Boaz was all excited 'cause a movie producer and famous

newsman named David Susskind had just offered him 15 to 20
/lthousand dollars casp as a down payment for rights to this

fuckin story—plus 5 percent of the gross on movie rights and
shit—could run to hundreds op thousands, says Boaz.

Baby, I don't like that—it's getting way outa hand.
Boaz is my lawyer but he's acting now more in the role

of an agent, press agent.
Its all become like a circus.

Oh baby wish we was just back in Spanish Fork tending 
your little garden, making love.
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Now David Susskind was on the phone to Dennis and really

trying to rush through a contract. Dennis liked Susskind's
approach. The flow was suave but stimulating. A lot of

energy running around but well-schooled. Highly adaptive 
roots.



Then W*Ma  meeting with Schiller. There was this fellow
Larry Schiller who called him and said he wanted to see him.
He was a former photographer for Life Magazine and was now a
producer of motion pictures for theatre and television release.
Dennis didn't like his voice on the phone. It had too much
energy. It struck Dennis as not exactly manic, but too intent
in the importance of getting his point across. A super hard­
sell salesman. Chaotic energies connected to sudden bursts of
control. Very professional sounding. Over-professional voice.
Right there on the phone, Dennis was uneasy.

When they met downstairs in the gloomy coffee shop of the
Hotel Utah, they certainly didn't get along too well. Dennis
just felt distrustful.

He couldn't get over the way Schiller looked. He had a
full black beard and a mustache that grew into the beard,
vigorous curly black hair, handsome head. He could have looked
something like Fidel Castro, but the man was much too over­
weight, Dennis thought. It was as if you'd taken the head of
Fidel Castro and plugged it into a wide body. He hadn't heard
anything about Schiller in advance, but the press was ■>
quick to tell him. From one reporter after another, 
he got it that Schiller knew how to make hay in the 



craziest places, had picked up the rights to Susan Atkins'
life in the Charlie Manson case, plus the last interview
Jack Ruby ever gave. A guy to watch yourself with, somebody
warned Boaz. He gets in when le are dying.

Still, Boaz was entertained by the conversation with
Larry Schiller. For one thing, Schiller was offering more
money than Susskind. He kept talking about all the things
he had done, all the projects he'd brought off. Boaz made
a point of being flippant and arrogant in return. "Gary isn't
Susan Atkins," he would say. He really enjoyed being arrogant
these days. What did he care if Schiller disliked his guts?
It wouldn't cut down the bid for Gary.

"You better get an agent," Schiller said in conclusion.

It brought Dennis short. He had to admit he was enjoy­
ing the feeling of going back to Susskind with this higher
offer. How did this relate to his nature as the Emperor and
the Juggler? Could he handle all the bones that would be thrown 
in the air?
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V MORE THAN LIFE

1.

The Salt Lake Tribune
Church Leaders Air Capital Punishment Views
Nov. 13, 1976—The Catholic Church has tradi­
tionally supported the state's right to im­
pose the death penalty.

"If a man be dangerous and infectious to
the community on account of some sin, it is
praiseworthy and advantageous that he be killed
to safeguard the common good," the famed med­
ieval Catholic theologian St. Thomas Aquinas
once said about capital punishment.
However, Msgr. McDougall said the majority

of modern theologians oppose capital punish­
ment, believing the death penalty tends to work
against the socially and economically disad­
vantaged.

The Rev. Jay H. Confair, pastor of Wasatch
Presbyterian Church, 1626 17th East, said he is
personally opposed to capital punishment.

"The Old Testament idea of 'eye for an eye'
and a 'tooth for a tooth' was replaced by the
New Testament concepts of love and rehabilita­
tion," the pastor said.

But the Gilmore case presents a different
problem, Pastor Confair said.p "The man wants to
die. He doesn't want to be rehabilitated," he



said, and pointed out the Gilmore Case is
similar to the case of a person being kept
alive by machines in a hospital who wants
the "plug pulled."
Many here, although saying they believe

in the death penalty, especially for crimes
as brutal as Gilmore's, say also that they
cannot stomach taking part in the execution
itself.

"You couldn't drag me up there," said Noall
T. Wootton, the county attorney who prosecuted
Gilmore. "I've done my job, I asked for it
and got the death p#n$lty—and I believe in it.
But execution is a dirty, messy job and I don't
want to be part of it."

Prison chaplain Cline Campbell, a Mormon
who has been invited to the execution by Gil­
more, says he believes Gilmore will kill him­
self if the execution is put off for very long.

Old Rifle Ready Again If Needed

-Q^U-,-T,.^fce=gg

Nov. 13, 1
and used in pr
among the five loa d to the Salfc^EaKe^ County
Sheriff's office if a d when-'convicted murde
Gary Mark Gilmore is,,-ex^''" '

ous Utah executions, _wiil: be

one of the corporate managers
op, estimated that the old rifle has
Ln._6 to 12 exec

f th
Leo Gall

Los Angeles Times
Former Boss of Utah Killer Would Serve on his
Firing Squad

Nov. 14, 1976, Provo, Utah—. . .Spencer McGrath
gave Gary Mark Gilmore a good job and an extra
$10 to $20 a week out of his own pocket. He 



fixed Gilmore's car and kept Gilmore on the
payroll even when the ex-convict took to drink­
ing and showed up late for work.
Now McGrath, a kindly sort of man who runs an
insulation factory and who has helped many for­
mer convicts, says he would willingly serve on
the firing squad Gilmore wants to have execute
him, "just to show Gary that laws do apply to
him."
«-Ouiar uL L11U Uld yuaulinu wlnfrimn and grnnniry
triat serves as the center of business activity
iln tiny Bluffdale, three miles from the. prison]
al half dozen young men discu^si¥fgthe /i
other day Gilmore's request?£S<"die like a m^8
AM agreed he should b^^ecutecT^Sa^ all said H
th>y=»W«?r>e^-W-1 1 i pg ■ thn- j ob ~~ #

November 14
Honey, I'm becoming very famous.
I don't like it—not like this, it's not right.
Sometimes I think I know about fame and how it feels

because I was famous in a previous life. I seem to understand
it. But I don't want to get to the point where we're enjoying
fame and not being ourselves anymore. We are just GARY AND
NICOLE and we've got to remember that.

Nov. 14?
Hey Geebs

He was just-a-keed.

Nice to hear from you-------you know you got a little 
class yourself.



■ If at some time you are flush and have a few dollars to
spare, I'm sure my mother could use it. She's old, crippled,
and on welfare. Or if even now you'd care to write her a
letter to help ease this thing a bit.

Thanks for the ten spot.
A friend

Gary

Gibbs thought to himself, how do you write to someone's
mother you've never met?
Dear Mrs. Gilmore, its going to be alright. Only 4 of the
5 rifles are really loaded.

He asked Big Jake to pick him up a nice card and Gibbs
enclosed 30.00 and mailed it off to her.

Los Angeles Times
Search Lawyer s ■nirve<cy=Ga-r-e-<=r.L = ||

Nov. 14—Only last January Boaz became a self- [I
styled crusader against what he called the
flhypocrisy of the system," as he unsuccessfullyiaried to get himseJ^ arrested for.smoking mari­
huana in the lobby ofe^the Federal Building here.

Il Now he has turned up afj^utah' s state priso'fi= ~
at Draper as both :a lawyeAor the condemned
Gary Gilmore a^^ell as his biographer.

fl This dptfble role is one he cannot^play and
still O&erve the canons of the UtahS&ate Bar,
Craig Snyder asserted.-—-The. canons-de-maW-a—»'

'e'sent- a client and not one' s owrf--- '



pocketbool ia^t=execubxbn'""take
Srryaef said, "Boaz stands to profit from it. "a
Although B^az has been criticiz^*for  ex-

ploiting his client in thismarfner, he is np’a
theless remembered in a.,-kindly way by the Assil
tant Dean of Boalt^all, James Hill. i

i "He's a^shy, modest, harder guy, a hell of a
'goodjgu-y, " recalls Hill whb^says he has seeju,

ginr-p hi c Jtiuiiliin | J.U11.

Nov. 15, 1976...Utah—Condemned killer Gary
Gilmore wanted to die at 8 a.m. today. Instead
he breakfasted on sweet rolls, cereal, oranges,
milk and coffee and returned to his cell on
Death Row.
Gilmore will bf visited today by NicoleBarrett, 20, a d^v^cee and mother of two.

"He thought a lot of that girl and she must
have thought something of him or she wouldn't
be ’ doing’ whht she's’■doing now (visiting Gil­
more)," his: uncle Vern said.

Boaz, who spent 3-1/2 hours with Gilmore
Sunday night, said his client would also like
to meet singer Johnny Cash before he faces the
firing squad.

"There is no greater Johnny Cash fan than
Gary, and he'd like to meet him before the
end," Boaz said. He dispatched a telegram to
the singer informing him of Gilmore's wish.

Vern hadn't seen Gary in close to six weeks, not since
the last day of the trial. Going to visit him, he felt twice
awkward. Vern had just gotten out of the hospital after an
operation on his bad knee, and walking, even with a cane, felt



like hammering a nail into
from where he left his car nearmore than a hundred yards

the prison gate out to the

his bone. It was one long walk 

long flat building of Maximum Se-
curity. A real jaw-grinder putting each step-in front of
the nextjas he walked through the two parallel fences of barbed
wire. Vern felt awfully funny about seeing Gary.

Right away, there was his nephew in the Maximum visitor's
room, looking stronger maybe than at any other time, as if he
had a good grip on his heart now, and right away, Gary brought
up the angry letter Ida had written him about his painting.

Vern said, "Well, you wrote her a bad letter first. You
didn't want to have anything to do with us anymore, so she
just told you to go sit on it." Now Vern said, "I stand be­
hind her. As far as I'm concerned, Gary, you can sit on it."

The conversation had started with that little friction,
but then Vern said, "Look, Gary, we're not mad at you. We
want to help you."

"All right," said Gary, "I want to tell you, I really
feel bad about writing that letter to Ida, and I want to
apologize."

"Ida wants to apologize to you," said Vern. "She wants
you to tear up her letter, just as she tore up yours, and
flush it down the toilet." That was the end of that. Gary 
looked relieved, and they talked back and forth a little 



while. Wasn't a bad visit at all.

By the time Dennis got to the prison on Monday morning,
Vern had finished his visit. It didn't take Boaz long to
figure out that old Uncle Vern was back in the picture, all
right. Gary was speaking of his uncle in praiseworthy, •
loving terms.

Now, Dennis had never heard him do that before. Always
a lot of resentment. All of a sudden, Gary was nurturing
this whole change toward his uncle. It was obvious to Dennis
that a part of Gary really wanted to be loved by his family.
Didn't matter what had gone down before. If God was over­
looking things, as Gary sure believed, then God had to be
family.

Yesterday, Dennis had had a funny hassle with him. On
Saturday, Gary kept saying he wanted Dennis to smuggle in
50 Seconals. At first Dennis even promised he would, but
then he began to live and try to sleep with it. By the next
day, he told Gary he couldn't do such a job under any circum-

k 9
stances. Sunday night when he got back
Dennis could practically smell suicide coming up from the day.
nwfflR i r l.ln.ij. ■niur.nt hp turned nn-Ha*»wffUo,  1-ih -d-i dn' t

frill n njjntnw OulLi Ehaj had Llur ir bha imdiU ilkll UWWWSagaX, 



is heard hintsCome on
humming.
tasement,

ild.

mind CQiild

w^fetthe words. My God, you co
ing off on §ynchronisi!b\thought Dennis, feeling

baby, don't fear the Reaper
e my hand." Lying on the mattress in bhe

last two days- hut now he was actually listening to the word5
< f Don't Fear the Reaper. Well, it had to freeze his synafcse

pdr to keep time. "Romeo and Ju LXhe patted the

eat linking-in of all the little ''tilings. It was awful.i he

Baby,

<o crazy

That Monday after Vein's visit, Brenda was called by
Gary. He asked the name of the doctor who was taking care of
her daughter, Christie. How could he make certain that his
pituitary gland would go to Christie after he was executed?
Since Johnny and Brenda were always broke trying to keep Chris­
tie in pituitary extract, which was the most expensive thing
on God's earth, this call from Gary, out of the blue, telling
Brenda he wanted to give her a credit, wanted the doctors to
remove his pituitary after death and credit it to Johnny's
account, was like handing over a thousand bucks. It was a
crazy conversation. Brenda didn't know if they were now friends
angels together in hell, or still stupid enemies with one thing
in common. "Take care, Gary," she said at the end. He just 
hung up.



' /.>?•?

That same imorning as Tamera came into the newsroom
her editor said, "We're getting a lot of calls about Nicole.
Your story won't hold till Gary is executed. I want you to
go down and get permission from Nicole to run it early."

Driving over to Springville, Tamera didn't know how to
ask her. Just knew she would. When she laid her predicament
on Nicole, however, there was a smile and then Nicole said,
"Well, I got to telli you something, too. I decided to give
an interview for $2,000." Some kind of affiliate for ABC out
of Boston—at least as Nicole understood it—had sent this nice-
looking tall fellow, Jeff Newman, with curly hair, blue eyes,
and a beard over, and he talked her into it. He would be giving
the interview this Friday. Later Tamera would find out it was
really the National Enquirer, and Boston affiliate of ABC had
been just a cover story .Newman was using. For now, her only
reaction was that Nicole had told her to go ahead and do it,
no problem. So, Tamera left on real good terms. She went back
to the office and spent the rest of the night working on the
story.

4.

Over the last week, Nicole, doing her best to look all
worn, out, which wasn't that hard, had gone to several doctors
she picked out of the phone book and told them she was from 



out of state and had trouble sleeping. The only thing that
worked was Seconal. She had tried this other one and that one,
but the reds were what did it. Seconal.

She managed to collect 50 reds and 20 Dalmanes. Now,
what with Gary on her case about it all the time, she decided
on Monday morning that it was time to pass them over. So she
split the stuff down the middle, 25 Seconal and 10 Dalmane for
Gary/j- same for herself, and put Gary's capsules in a kid's
balloon, two balloons, in fact. Both yellow, one inside the
other. Then she inserted the balloons up her vagina.

She felt sick all the way over to the prison, and afraid
that Gary would scold her. He had kept telling her to get more
He had pushed her and pushed her to go to more doctors, but she
had the feeling unmistakably that none of those doctors trusted
her. If she went to even one more, it might blow the whole
thing. She even had the spooky feeling that the doctors were
calling the cops ten minutes after they wrote the prescription.
She really sweated it out all day Sunday.Now, here she was in­
side the prison with those balloons.

First it was easier than she thought. Then it was har­
der. They gave her a skin search when she came in, but the

matron didn't put her fingers anywhere, just looked under her 
armpits and in her cheeks, went through her long hair. It 



really wasn't an indecent search, and, in fact, the matron
would have had to have a long finger, the balloons were pushed
up that far.

In the visiting room, there happened to be nobody there
that day, just the guard in the glass booth, and she and Gary
went to the chair by the window where she sat on his lap. Some­
times they allowed you to do that, sometimes not, but this day
the guard wasn't bothering them if they did a little heavy
petting. It was really lucky. Sometimes there would be as many
as four or five people in the room, or a couple of lawyers,
but she and Gary were the only ones there this time.

As she sat on his lap, Gary put his hands up her and. even
made a pass with his finger for the balloon, but got nowhere.
It was' too far up. Finally Nicole had to stand by the window
with Gary hugging her from behind to hide her body from the
guard. In that position, with his arms around her shoulders,
she reached down under her skirt and tried to get the balloon.
It was a real sweat. She had shoved it up so high, there was'
nothing to touch with her fingers, and she got to the point
where she had to try to push it down as if she were passing a

stool. In fact, she pressed so hard in her gut, while reach­
ing up in such a strain with her fingers, that when she finally
got ahold of it, her head hurt. She was seeing stars. They 



kept rocketing off. Her head, in fact, felt like it had just
broken, or some blood vessel at least had certainly shattered
there. Gary didn't know what she was going through. He was
just making sweet and encouraging remarks.

After she had the balloon, she turned around and stood
beside him so her back was now to the guard, and Gary sat down
in order to be concealed a little by her, and took the balloon
in his hands. Then he reached down inside/|those big, wide,
floppy, loose pants, big baggy things, and pushed the balloon
up

his rectum. It was a slow, tricky business, not at all easy
and took over a minute. When it was done, he just said, "Yeah,
they're there. I know." Then she sat on his lap and kissed
him.

She felt fine. She realized how worried she had been that
they would check her when she came in because they had gotten
word from the doctors. So she was feeling pretty proud of her
accomplishment, and Gary was feeling very proud of her. After
she had passed him the pills, the visit went on for at least
an hour. They necked like crazy. It was the most beautiful
of their visits. When they weren't kissing, they were singing
to one another. Neither of them could sing worth a note, but

it was beautiful all the same. She had never felt as near 
to anyone'e soul in all of her life.



5.

That evening, Marie Barrett got a call from Nicole who
asked if Marie could come over and pick her up, so

C #4
visit with Sunny. They sat around the living room
Sybil on TV, and Nicole said the girl sure reminded her of
April. Then she went into the bedroom and read Sunny some
stories and listened to her prayers, after which she visited 

she could*(M» secret*
watching

in the front room with Marie and her father-in-law Tom Barrett
who she also liked, and then finally went home, although she
kind of drug her feet about leaving.

Oct
Back^home, she went night shopping with her neighbor,

Kathy Maynard. In the shopping center, which was open till
9 p.m., she went on a splurge and bought coloring books and
crayons for all of Kathy's kids as well as hers. When they
returned, she handed ten dollars to Kathy and said, "Come on,
if you don't take it, you're going to make me feel bad."
Kathy just looked at her. Kathy wasn't that big and had ash
blond hair and round eyes kind of, and a sweet simple face
that looked just bewildered. Nicole said, "You just enjoy it."
"See you in the morning," said Kathy. "In the morning," said
Nicole.

All through November, just about every day, Gary had



talked about suicide to Cline Campbell. The chaplain took
him seriously every time. He would say to Gilmore, "Don't.
It's better if it's done by the state," but he could hardly
disagree that life wasn't worth living in prison.

By Campbell's own definition, this was a life and death
situation. Still, he didn't reveal it to the prison admin­
istration. It would only increase the pressure on Gary. There
would not be one guard in the cell, but two after that. So,
when Gilmore would ask, "Can I trust you with this?" Cline
would answer, "Hey, it's locked up in me until you say to dis­
close it."

Now, alone in the apartment with Jeremy sound asleep,
Nicole was waiting for midnight when she and Gary both agreed
to take the pills. It took a long time to get there. It
kept coming over Nicole that Gary was worried that the amount
she'd been able to get would not be enough. He had explained
that if you took enough to put you out for a long time, but not
enough to die, you might become a vegetable. That was truly
something to worry about. Yet, they'd agreed to go forward.

e’-4-h^-PIt would^work or it wouldn't. Nicole now got out her Last
Will and Testament. She had spent all day Sunday writing it,
and she went over it again now for spelling errors. She

was pretty sure, in fact, a couple of mistakes had been made.
It was a long Last Will and Testament, and there were probably



i

errors she didn't catch, but she felt all right about it.

6.

Nicole K. Baker
Sun. Nov. 14
1976

TO WHOMEVER IT MAY CONCERN:
I, Nicole Kathryne Baker - have a number of personal re­

quests I would desire to have carried out - in the event that
I am at any time - found dead.

I am considering myself of aistrong, logical, and totally
♦ sane mind - so that which I am writing should be taken serious

in every respect.
At the time of this writing I am going through a divorce

from a man named Joe Bob Sears.
By my own standards - the event of death should disolve

all ties with that man and the divorce be carried through and

finalized AT ALL COSTS.

I wish to legally be returned to my maiden name which is
Baker. And have none ever acknoledge me by any other name.

My daughters birth certificate states her name as Sunny

Marie Baker, even thoe, at the time of her birth, I was then
legally married to her father - James Paul Barrett.

I My son's birth certificate states his name as Jeremy



Kip Barrett. Because I was at that time still married to
James Paul Barrett, who is not Jeremys father.

Jeremys father is the late Alfred Kip Eberhardt.
So Jeremy does have legal grandparents by the last name

of Eberhardt who may wish to be notified of his whereabouts.
They are residing in Paoli, Pennsylvania, I think.

As to the care custody and welfare of my children -- I
am not only desireing but demanding that the responsibility

of them and any decisions concerning them - be placed directly
and immeadiatly into the hands of Thomas Giles Barrett and/or

Marie Barrett of Springville, Utah.

If the Barretts so wish to adopt my children - they have
my willing consent.

If they wish to place the responsibility of one or both
children into the hands of another responsible party of their
choice - they again have my willing consent.

That is of course - until the children are of legal age
to make their own choices.

I have a pearl ring in hock in the bowling alley in
Springville. I would really like for someone to get it out
and give it to my little Sister - April L. Baker.

Also I have made arrangements for a sum of money to go
for April’s mental health problem. My mother should not

spend that money for anything other than to pay a good Mental
Hospital for helping April back to her sanity.



Now, as to the decision as to what should be done with
my dead body - I ask that it be cremated. And with the consent
of Mrs. Bessie Gilmore I would have my ashes mixed with those
of her son - Gary Mark Gilmore. To be then - at any future
convenient date scattered upon a green hillside in the State
of Oregon and also -in the State of Washington.

If my own mother and father - Charles R. Baker and
Kathryne N. Baker are not agreeable to this request - so be it.
Let them decide as they choose.

I would ask that they arrange for at least three songs
to be sung at my funeral....

A song written by John Newton called (Amazing Grace),
4 also one by Kris Kristofferson titaled (Why me) and lastly a

song titaled (Vally of Tears) which I know not the author of.
If any other persons, friends or family wish to sing or

have sung any more songs at my funeral on my behalf or on be­
half of those who grieve, resent or are indifferent to my
passing - why...I would be grateful.

Now going through it, Nicole realized she had more to
say, just a little more. She had not really disposed of her
belongings. In the quiet of her apartment, she began to
compose a few more words.

I



Nicole K. Baker
Mon. Nov. 15, 1976

I do not feel much like writing this day. Thoe I
suppose there are a couple of things left I should take care

of.

No, jest this.
Everything in my apartment of course - my mother can

decide what to do with.
I have nothing here of great value except the painting

of the two little boys gazeing at the moon. It is Sunny Marie
Barretts painting now. It is to be hung in her room at Tom
and Marie Barretts house, until or unless she asks that it be
removed - and I would rather she never sell it - but the
choice should be hers when she reaches the age of 18.

Again I state; the painting of the two little boys gazeing
at the moon, done by Gary Gilmore - now belongs to Sunny Marie
Baker Barrett.

My Mother has my every consent to take all or any of my
letters and do with them what she pleases. If they can in any
way bring her some money - then I'll be all the gladder. But
I would desire her to share the money as she sees fair —
with all my brothers and sisters and also my Aunt - Kathy

Kampman.

Since there are so many people trying and being success­
ful at makeing money on the story of Gary Gilmore and I, I

would jest as soon it was someone I love and care for and trust



£to have part of that success. So. . . the letters are my
I

Mothers. Kathryn V. Baker's.
If she wishes to burn them - so be it also.
My Mother probly has little use for any of my house-hold

belongings - which are of no value - so I would truely like
for my good friend Kathy Maynard to have any of my-; furniture
she chooses and any of the things hanging on my walls - jest
anything in this apartment that my Mother would not feel too
reluctant to part with. I do hope Mom is reasonable about it.
Kathy M. has helped me through many a long hard day - she
has little furniture and that sort of stuff. . . .

That's it.
| Nicole K. Baker.

7.

There were a lot of pills to take ajp she took them slow­
ly, swallowing one or two at a time, being careful not to gag.
If she threw up, the whole thing would be blown. In the middle
she started having a lot of thoughts. She thought, for some
odd reason of the guy from the television station in Boston
who was going to pay the $2,000 and she worried whether he
would never honor it now when she was gone. Without it, where
would April get the money for her hospital? She was also

thinking that he had said he would be here in the morning and
♦



what if she didn't answer her door? Would he come in? If
she wasn't gone by then, they might revive her. So she had to
decide whether or not to lock the door.

On the one hand, she didn't want anybody to be able to
get in too easily. Yet if the door was locked and they had to
break it, the noise could terrify Jeremy. On the other hand,
if the door was open, Jeremy would be able to wander out in
the morning. Kathy Maynard might pick him up, carry him back
in, and discover her too soon. So, finally, Nicole locked the
door. Still, it made her miserable, thinking of Jeremy wan­
dering around tomorrow, and looking at her.

Now she was taking three or four at a time with water,
and Gary was sitting with her. There weren't even seconds these
days that she did not think of him. But, now he was as near
as ever at the prison, and she began to think of how soon she
could be with him and how she trusted him and was not afraid.
Then she began to think of laying down without her clothes on,
and wondered what to do about that. She did not want to die
with her clothes on, that was for sure. On the other hand, she
did feel strange about taking them off. In the morning, re­
porters might come in and look at her body. That was not
agreeable.

As she got into bed, she took a picture of Gary and put



it under the pillow and held on to it with her hand, and felt
a little extra naked tonight. Then it started to feel good.
She felt the pills really coming on. She got out of bed and
walked around a little just to have that good feeling of her
legs moving in one nice floating feeling after the other. It
was awful nice as if she were learning to walk for the first
time and her legs started to get heavy. It was really an agree­
able feeling, and she lay down and held onto the picture of
Gary again, and thought of the letter she had written just be­
fore she took the pills. Reading over the Last Will and Tes­
tament, she had thought there was nothing very personal, truly,
to her mother and family, so she'd written an additional letter,
and she thought of that. j&Ur.i?. L Is1 Itattiy MaynuiJ

we Al du

Wfth liu»r

tihni wTj- ■■u_rLhx?ir {Than i -

Aiico±e=ts’Letter began to swim around her mind and Nicole went
to sleep.

Mon. Nov. 15, 1976
Mom, Dad, Rick, April, Mike, Angel

—Everybody that knows i Love and Care for You.
Please do not resent my leaving this life.

I'm not trying to hurt anyone—if I could spare you all

I
any pain—i surely would.



But i just go. Because i want to so bad.

Wanting a thing like that—and not granting it to myself--
would surely turn me into some bitter ugly old maid in gust
a matter of time—or possibly I would lose my sanity.

I think you all pretty much understand about me and Gary.
if you don't—well time wil tell all.

i Love him. More than life and more than that.

And i Love you all very much. i could never have
asked for a better family. We've been over a few rough spots
a time or two—but i hope that any wrong i've done anyone
will be forgiven me as easy as i forgive.

i don't want to talk anymore. i'm sorry i should have
written this sooner. i had so much to say.

Well, all will ultimately be clear and right just
know that i love you all today and i will love you always.

Please try also not to greive for me—or resent Gary.
i Love him.

i made my own choice.
i'll not regret it.

Please Love my kids always, as they are part of the
family.

Never hide truths from them.
When any of you need me, i will be there to listen for



i and Gary—and yourselves—are all a part of a wondrous
good understandin God.

May this parting bring us closer in Loveing, under­
standing and excepting of one another.

i Love You All
Sissy
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.ons about their life

INTERVIEWER^'Why did
KATHY J!

did you marry?

you get married\at sixteen?
my other friends did.

asking each witness, important or unimportant, many ques

till coming around with their tape recorders. Their inter

INTERVIEWER: And who

.cole in bed with an overdose of fjeconal, journalists were 
±hs-nftsr the morn i

KATHY MAYNARD: 16-

st in Nicole s great, and the curiosity about Kathy was

INTERVIEWER: How old .were yobgwhen you got married?

HARD: Cause

chnique of some interviewers^o begintall, but it is a

.THY MAYNARD: Tim Mair frOTm-Hebe-r-G-i-t-y..
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.THY MAYNARIX:

H.THY MAYNARD:
friend.

INTERVIEWER:
too. When

Les? Ha, ha, day befg.r'e yesterday.
you see him periodically?

THY MAYNARD. That's it.

KATHY MAYNARD: Couple of weeks.

hmmm, he/s with my best girl-

:NTERVIEWER: And how long did you live with him?

INTERVIEWER: When he om^s back, and sees you/S does
» he make it with you''or what?

You only lived with Les a couple of weei
was the last time you saw/im?

IAYNARD: Works at a service station out in
Sp ish.

KATHY MAYNARD: Oh
INTERVIEWER: Did/you and Les, ever get a divorce?

■ INTERVIEWER^/ What does he do now?-

EWER: Spanish Fork?

INTERVIEWER:

KATHY MAYNARD: //We 're going thrqugh it now.

TER

Kathy had been waking Nicole up every morning. In order
for her to get out to see Gary early, it was necessary for
Kathy to come by. These days, Nicole just couldn't wake her­
self."



tAnua-,husband:

■haf-Aw^ r,n~??¥..u^b i— ml Hl if J Ulricas:
iw hteftPir«fe=faAm=o^f to work abou-t-—Not long aftei^ itwistap
mA*  <£>? */•*<•«**•• ’ /£> Ma/fAy .took the coffee pot over, and knocked, and rang Nicole s bell, 
and then looked through the window to see Nicole asleep. She 
had a blanket over her and was lying stomach down on the
couch. You could see a little of her bare back. After Kathy
had rung awhile, she tried the door and it was locked. That
was unusual and kind of bothered her. She returned the cof­
fee to her own house, went back, and started calling Jeremy's 
name until he finally woke up and came out of the bedroom.
He was still half asleep and just flopped down on the couch
beside Nicole. He was wearing a little pair of green pajamas
and all he wanted was to get back to sleep. Finally, after
fifteen minutes, she got Jeremy to open the door, but when
Kathy went in and shook Nicole and turned her over, she didn't
respond. Kathy opened one of her eyes, but it gave back
nothing.

Nicole had fallen asleep on top of a picture of Gary in
a little gold frame, just a color photo of him in a blue
jacket in prison, but he was looking good. Next to the pic­
ture was a letter, and Kathy saw at a glance that it was an 



old one, written early in August right after Gary was first
put in jail. She noticed the date because Nicole had often
talked about his first long letter and how much it meant to
her. Then Kathy tried to wake Nicole up again. All the
while, Jeremy was sitting on the couch looking at both of
them.

Finally, Kathy stirred up another neighbor, Sherry, and
both women went over to shake Nicole, and stood around
J^WMRt^in their levis and bare feet, looking worried.
"About the time they decided to call the doctor, there came 
along that reporter, Jeff Newman, who had bought a story
from Nicole, walking right toward Nicole's door, and Kathy
hollered out, "She's asleep. Nicole's asleep."

Jeff Newman stared at Kathy kind of funny, and said,
"Is she all right? I'm supposed to take her out to the
prison this morning." Kathy said, "Yes, she's just tired."
He said, "I'll be back in half an hour," and went away.

^fie cops were running around the apartment trying to find 

pill bottles and the ambulance men worked fast, checked her 
out and Nicole on a stretcher.

i±±i■* iii22=2:532

name, he told them to call the hospital^ p

Then they called Sherry's doctor. The moment he heard Nicole's 
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Deseret News
Gilmore's girlfriend say he killed them so
he wouldn't kill her.
By Tamera Smith
Deseret News Staff Writer
Copyright 1976, Deseret News

Nov. 16—"He killed them so he wouldn't kill

Nicole Barrett, Gary Mark Gilmore's girlfriend,
offers this as the reason why two Provo men were
shot to death this summer by her boyfriend, now
apparently her finace.

Her conclusion is borne out by more than a hun­
dred letters written to her by Gilmore after he
was arrested for the two murders in Provo. In
the letters he admits the killings. He has since
been convicted of one.

The letters and several drawings by Gilmore were
made available to the Deseret News.



Tlie^conversations with Gary over the weekend had prog-
philosopl i-ssed beautifully, and were full of literary and
lookedcal questions on the nature of prison that.Dennis
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tall, too thin, and just dumped on his head^
^ffi'f'guLLeii Don*~L  t'.ear. Dennis said to himself,

"I'm not in touch with anything."

Only yesterday, a lawyer friend had suggested he get



some agreement in writing from Gary, and Dennis had told him,
"I really don't want to," and explained that people were criti­
cizing him for being in it only for the bucks. Part of him,
he had confessed, was concerned about not acquiring such a
reputation. For just that reason, he preferred to have nothing
in writing. He and Gilmore would be together on trust. In
unusual circumstances like these, a contract would suffocate
any possibility for decent human relations. He had, however,
to admit to himself that Gary was getting more business-like.
The last couple of days, he had shown more and more interest
in Susskind, and now he was ^alking about Schiller, as well.
It seemed Schiller had sent^Sl^^r^elegram. Here were these

two fellows bidding against each other, and Dennis felt he
could hear a new chapter stirring in Gary's voice. That was
why the suicide attempt surprised him so.

Then Dennis' day got worse. Another reporter called and
told him he had heard from several sources that Dennis Boaz
was right up top on Sam Smith's list of people who could have
slipped the drugs to Gilmore. Dennis did not feel good

about that. The fact, after all, was that Gary had indeed
S

asked him to bring in 40 fieconal on their first meeting, and
in the excitement of those few hours, Dennis had said yes.

Later, Gilmore asked again, but by then Dennis had changed
his mind and explained to Gary that he couldn't possibly do



that. It would ruin their lawyer-client relationship. That
ended it. Gary could see the answer was final. The only
thing is: what if the prison had recorded their first con­
versation. At that moment, Dennis knew something about the
cold, clammy hand of fear when it takes possession of your
guts. That was no cliche. His guts felt like they were being
handled by an outside force.

In the middle of such a senseation, near to the emotions
of being a condemned man himself, he thought of Nicole and her
sad look. It was clear to Dennis now. Gary had not been
trying to kill himself but Nicole. That was why she looked
so sad. She didn't even want to believe it herself. Dennis
had had the wrong victim all the time. It was Nicole. He
was suddenly furious at Gary.

It had become an exceptional occasion for him, a day of

catharsis and much emotion. At the thought of Gary dead, or
Nicole gone, Dennis felt such a sense of loss that he began



to wonder if he could keep^in good conscience that Gary be
executed.
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felt like seeing her story in print first. So, she went for
a walk, figured she'd come back and see the first edition off
the press.
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All the reporters in the newsroom were on the same assignment.



It was obvious. Calling police and all kinds of people. A
e,

story was being put together so fast, they weren't even typing
it, just reading it directly to an editor, who was putting
it right into the terminal that went to the printing press.
It was really wild. Her editor came right up to her and said,
"Nicole and Gilmore tried to commit suicide. They are in .
intensive care. Start writing a little story." Then he went
away. Tamara said, "Wow." She sat down at her typewriter,

not even knowing what she was supposed to do. Somebody told
her to start putting in the business of how the Deseret News
knew Gary and Nicole were going to commit suicide and had
told the authorities, so that's the second story she wrote
that day.
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^aiULii'iij UinjlT' 1h>»iiuLAuum< «rt came over her that Gary was just
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a manipulator of the worst kind. It was one thing, Tamara

thought, to try to talk someone into going to bed with you,
to manipulate them to have sex with you, but to manipulate
them to die with you, that was brutal and deadly. Totally
selfish. All those letters, where he was so insanely jealous,
that he couldn't stand the thought of her being here on earth
without him, possibly meeting another man or something.

T->x
Boy, -Ramara-thought, just boy!
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She found out later she had been syndicated all over.
The AP carried her heavily and the London Observer, a Scan-

danavian service and someone in South Africa, a Paris syndi­
cation, and Newsweek and the West Germans. The paper made
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leuth, stuff like that

Kathryne was at work at Ideal Furniture when her mother,
Mrs. Strong, called that morning. "Have you heard the radio?"
her mother asked, "do you have the radio on?" Then she
blurted out the one word, "Nicole!"

Kathryne just went to pieces. Started screaming, "No!
No! No!" She just assumed the worst. There was actually
a radio on and it was the big stereo in the back of the
store, but it had been turned low and she'd not been listening.
Now as if her ears came right into focus, she heard the words,
"Gilmore's girlfriend . . . suicide." Kathryne went hysteri­

cal. Her mother kept yelling at her over the phone until
she finally heard what was being told her. "She's not dead,

you know," said her mother, "she's up at Utah Valley. I'll

be right over to pick you up." Time passed for Kathryne in 



lost minutes, like she was in concussion. Then there was her 
mother outside the store in the old Lincoln, the stinking Lin­
coln, that old family joke, picking her up. Then they were
going in the emergency door of the hospital, and the lady at
the desk was sending them to the second floor. When she
entered Nicole's room, Kathryne went through the horrors all
over again. That dreadful machine was there once more. Not
even days ago, her father had had the same machine on him,
and now he was dead and they were working on Nicole.

Kathryne went out to the waiting room and kept thinking
of how they had kept her father on that goddamned machine
every day for seven days. They gave Kathryne a little valium
now,•and then a doctor came by. He was stiff and talked out
of a tight little mouth and couldn't even give Nicole a
50-50 chance. "It could go either way," he said, then
added, "We don't know if there was brain damage or not . . .
question is if the machine can keep her lungs working . . .

I can't guarantee that either." Sure wasn't offering hope
for too little. "I can't," he said, "guarantee anything until
all medication is out of her system." There was a police offi
cer sitting outside the door.

The day passed. Kathryne would go to Nicole's room for
fifteen minutes, then go out and sit in the hall, while they



let her mother in. Then she'd go back. This went on all
afternoon. Ricky and Sue came over. Ricky had come back from
Wyoming for her father's funeral on Friday past, and he was
still here, and now he stayed in the Intensive Care waiting
room and kept journalists away. The reporters were all being
held downstairs, but one woman snuck up to Intensive Care,
just a girl who sat there all day long with a knitting bag on
the floor and they never knew she was a reporter. After
about three hours, she said to Kathryne, "Are you Nicole's
mother?" Kathryne just looked at her and didn't answer, paid
no mind. The girl then said to ^K a thy "Are you Nicole's
family?" Kathy said, "Yes, please don't bother us." But
the girl asked, "Does Nicole have any brothers and sisters?"
That was when Kathy got it. She said, "You're a TV reporter,"
and Kathryne realized that when the girl started to talk, she
had leaned down to her knitting bag and turned on something.
Kathryne now went berserk and t© girl got right out.

Charles wasn't even going to come. Kathy called him when
they first heard the news, but he said he wouldn't showj< Kathy
called him again. He didn't want to be involved. He didn't
give a shit, he said.

Then, to Kathryne's surprise, Charles popped over around
3 in the afternoon while Kathryne was over at the Springville 



apartment. There was a new nurse on, who said Mr. Baker had
been there and broke down, just went all to pieces when he
saw Nicole, and he left. Later, Kathryne found out that Charlie^
went over to Pleasant Grove and stayed there with Angel and
Mike for the rest of the day and night.

Kathryne hung in. She couldn't remember eating anything.
A little after midnight, she called some of the elders she knew
in the Church and they came over and prayed with Kathryne through
the middle of the night by Nicole's bed, annointing her head
with oil, putting hands on her forehead. They prayed to God
to bring her through. They could not do it in the name of the
Church due to the fact she had tried to take her own life, but
they did ask the Lord to heal her on the basis of the faith of
all the rest of the family.

About four a.m., her mother took her home and Kathryne
stayed up with Charley until about 10 which was when he took
her back to the hospital. In all those hours, she had no rest.

She kept calling the hospital to see if there was any change.

By the next day, so many reporters had called downstairs

that Kathryne was obliged to go in and out of the hospital



wearing a long, blond wig.

Deseret News
Singer leaves message for Gilmore: Fight
Nashville, Tenn. (AP) Nov. 16—Country

music star Johnny Cash says he tried to call
Gary Gilmore at the Utah State Prison to urge
him to "fi^ht for his life" only minutes after
the convicted murderer was found unconscious
in an apparent suicide attempt.
Cash said a call from Gilmore attorney

early Tuesday morning had prompted him to call
the 35-year-old convicted killer, who has said
he wants to die before a firing squad.

"I don't know what I would have told a man
who was planning to take his life," Cash said.
"Sometimes it helps, sometimes it doesn't.
But I would have tried to talk him out of it."
Cash said Gilmore's attorney, Dennis Boaz,

contacted- him here Tuesday morning. "He told
me Gilmore was very depressed, that he liked my
songs, and thought it might help if I would talk
to him," Cash said.

The singer said his first impulse was not to
get involved. "I told him (the attorney) I wasn't
looking for any publicity. I thought I had better
mind my own business. Who needs that kind of
publicity?"
When Boaz persisted, saying his client wanted

to see Cash or visit him, Cash said he decided
to call the prison.

Brenda found it one of the most mind-blowing experiences
she'd gone through in a while. The moment she heard the news,

she phoned the hospital in Salt Lake and kept calling them



every hour, but all they would tell her was that he was still
alive. Brenda would say, "If I come to the hospital, will
you let me in?" They would reply, "You better be with the
governor if you want to get through." She asked if she could
talk, at least, to one of the nurses who was taking care of
him, and they finally put a woman on. "Would you please,"
she said., "tell Gary that Brenda called and that I'm thinking
of him dearly. I'd love him to fight for his life." She
never knew if that nurse passed on the message.

For a long time, Brenda had thought there'd be time to
make up, but now when she realized she might not ever see him
again, she thought to herself, I've got to get back in his
good graces.

Up at the hospital, they had about decided that Gary had
not made a real attempt to kill himself. By their best cal­
culation he had taken maybe half of a lethal dose, 20 capsules
about two grams. The way they figured it, three grams repre­
sented a fifty percent lethal dose, that is half the people

who took such an amount did die. Since Gilmore was a big man,
the chance of doing the job with two grams was not high.
Besides he had taken those pills just before the morning
check. That was also suspicious. To the degree they could
measure it, Nicole had swallowed the same amount many hours
earlier and was, naturally, in much worse condition. After 



all, she hafdly weighed one hundred pounds. He weighed nearly
twice as much. Of course, he could have psyched himself up
to believe his dose would be fatal. That was about the size
of the speculation among the residents and the nurses.
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informationSam Smith told him an investigation was being
conducted, and the prime suspects were Nicole Barrett, Dennis
Boaz, and Gary Gilmore's relatives, Vern Damico, Ida Damico,
and Brenda Nicol. Dorius thanked him for the information.

When Gibbs heard of the news, he thought back to a dis­
cussion he had with Gary one day on how to smuggle drugs into
Maximum and remembered the advice he had given about balloons.

That night when Big Jake came on duty, he told Gibbs
how the prison officials were stupid. Why, the Provo Police
had kept a close eye on Nicole and they informed the prison
that she had picked up two prescriptions of Seconal the day
prior to these suicide attempts. Yet they still didn't give
her a real search, said Big Jake. He looked at Gibbs and added,
"I'll bet you educated him on how to smuggle stuff inside."
Then Big Jake put on a big grin and walked off.

Deseret News
Most letters urge clemency

Nov. 16—. . . A Minneapolis man asked why
Gilmore should be singled out for execution
when other convicted killers live.

"Former Lt. William Calley, convicted of
the 'premeditated murder of not less than 22
Oriental human beings,' is now walking the
streets," he wrote.

Ironically, George Latimer, chairman of the
Board of Pardons which will decide Gilmore's
fate, was Galley's chief civilian defense
attorney.



Deseret News
Nov. 16—The Daughters of Wisdom in Litch­

field, Connecticut, speaking of Gilmore, said,
"We believe he is meant to do something worth­
while for mankind. He needs time to find out
what that something is."

Deseret News
Nov. 16—. . . Max Jensen's father, David

Jensen, an Idaho fanner and stake president
in the LDS Church, said, "His death made us
feel sad, but it's something we are accept­
ing. We sure wouldn't want to trade places
with Gilmore's parents."
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On Monday evening, while Nicole was writing the letter
to her last will and testimony? Larry Shiller drove out to

*the International Airport in LA to buy a copy of jiewsweek.
Schiller knew that airports received magazines a day earlier
than the average outlet, and sometimes, working on a story,
when he wanted to get a hold of a magazine a few hours ahead
of his competition, he'd even look up the local news distri­
butor .

Schiller spent part of Monday evening going over News­
week's cover story on Gary Gilmore. It told him there were
five people's rights he would have to buy. Gary's, obvi­
ously, and Nicole's made two, but Monday night, for the

first time, he heard of April Baker and decided he had
better get her as well. Then he read Brenda Nicol's name

in the article, and saw she was responsible for getting

Gary out of jail. That could be a key link in the story.

Brenda's rights had to be obtained. He didn't know she was



Vern Damico's daughter, or even related to him but Vern
was the fifth name on his list.

First thing Tuesday morning, he called Lou Rudolph at
ABC, and told him .of his great interest in the story. There
were a lot of different ways to do it, Schiller said, and
quickly laid out a number of different possibilities. Schil­
ler started that way because he had learned a long time ago
that in television you had to sell the executives on the
subject first. They just thought that way. You had to es­
tablish that yours was a bona-fide television subject even
if you did not obtain all the rights. That accomplished,
you could proceed to outline the options. If, for example,
they got Gilmore's okay without Nicole's, they could work up
a scenario of a guy who comes out of prison and struggles
with his old con habits until he finally kills a man. It
could be a real study of the pains of getting out of jail.
That way they could do capital punishment and whether a man

I

had a right to die, and never need to touch upon a love
story.

On the other hand, said Schiller, if they got the girl,



but couldn't*  succeed in signing up Gilmore, they might do an
interesting struggle of two sisters both in love with the
same criminal. They'd have to substitute a fictionalized
criminal, but they could still explore the triangle. Or they
could focus completely on Nicole and turn the thing into the
study of a young girl who had been married twice, was saddled
with children, and then fell in love with a criminal, and
show the problems with her family when this is the man she
chooses. Skip the murders, but emphasize the romantic dif­
ficulties of trying to live with a man that society does not
trust.

. Schiller was not trying to tell Rudolph which story was
right or wrong, he made a point of saying. He wasn't passing
judgment on the relative merits of these separate scenarios.
He was just saying you could bypass Gilmore, make it a woman's
story, and still have something of value.

No sooner had he hung up, than the radio was informing
him that Gilmore and Nicole ;ahd tried a joint suicide. Im­
mediately he booked a plane ticket to Salt Lake. At the
airport, he called Rudolph again to tell him that another

alternative, again assuming they couldn't get the rights
to Gilmore, was to do a study of a girl who wanted to die 



and so entered into a suicide pact with a criminal, thereby
looking for a romantic, even a starstruck, way to solve

an unendurable problem.

Schiller repeated that he didn't know which one of
the four or five was going to be the way to do it, but he
was sure of the potentialities and he needed real backing
froiji ABC. He wanted them to finance him in a real way, not
the hotel bills or airplane fares, Schiller said, because
that, Lou, he could always do on credit cards, no, Schiller
wanted backing to get in there and deal for Gilmore. He
would call again from Salt Lake.

He might have known. The moment that attempted suicide
hit the media, not only was Larry Schiller on the plane,
but everybody else was heading for Salt Lake, ready to check
into the Hilton where each of the media monkeys could watch
all the other monkeys. There were going to be a lot of
monkeys in that zoo.

From stories that got back to him, Schiller knew he was

well-known in the media for his impatience and his funds of
energy. He always grinned when he heard such stories. They pro­

tected his secret weapon. It was that he had patience. He didn't



he didn't mind being in situations where he just had to sit and 
tell people about it. He cultivated the opposite image. But 

wait. Give him an airplane trip or a waiting room. If you
counted the years from the age of 14 when he began to make money
by becoming an expert on skid-marks, he had, by his own estimate,
been running like a maniac for close to 25 years. So he didn't 

mind sitting now on occasion.

His father, who once managed the Davega store in Times Square,
and knew enterprise when he saw it, bought him a Rolleicord and
a police band radio, and Schiller would hear accidents come in on
the radio and then get on his bike and ride to the scene. If it
was miles away, and he got there after the vehicles had been re­
moved, he could still photograph the skid-marks. Then he would
sell the prints to the insurance companies. He could point to this
as apprenticeship for getting to the scene.

Schiller broke in at Life as one of their youngest photographers,
covered Krushchev at the United Nations, and Madame Nhu in a con­
vent, was at the Vatican when the Pope died, and took a picture of
Nixon crying as he lost to Kennedy, a famous picture. He knew how

to outfit a jet as a photo lab, and could travel for days with­
out a suitcase. He syndicated the Fisher quintuplets' story and
photographer the Alaska earthquakes, Dallas and Watts, the Olym­

pics and covered the trial of Sirhan Sirhan. He reported income

over six figures before he was 249 M^»'iJUL"clWlUl Lind uf }ftTOLU"’T

ij rHe was conceivably
the best one-eyed photographer in the world—lost the sight of
the other in an accident when he was five years old—but he got



tired of walking into people's lives, shaking their hands, photo­
graphing them, walking out. He left Life and went into pro­
ducing books and movies and fast magazine syndications on stories
that weren't small. Did Jack Ruby on his deathbed, and Susan
Atkins in the Manson trial. He got a terrible.reputation. He was

put Is he J
the journalist who dealt in death. He £mcL a book, Minimato,
about mercury poisoning in Japan, he wracteeii wp the still montage
in Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, cut Lady Sings the Blues,
produced and directed The American Dreamer with Dennis Hopper,
and a book on Lenny Bruce with Albert Goldman. He won an Academy*
Award in Special Category for The Man Who Skied down Everest. It
did not matter. His reputation was that he dealt in death.

Sitting on the airplane, resting for an hour, after 25 years
of galloping from explosions to cover portraits, from riots to
elections, sitting in one place with the fatigue of 25 years em­
bedded like skid-marks in his limbs, sitting on this plane full
of media monkeys heading for Salt Lake, Schiller thought it through.

This story would not help his reputation, and yet he could not
let it go. It irritated the nerve in him that never gave up.

So far, in two quick trips to Salt Lake, he had come up

with empty hands on this story. He was not accustomed to such meagre
results. On instinct, he had gone to Salt Lake just ten days

after Gilmore announced he would/fl^o appeal, but he found nothing.

Boaz had just arrived on the scene, and Boaz had little interest
in him. Boaz was dealing with David Susskind.



Schiller read over the telegram he had sent two days

<tgo to Gilmore.
NOVEMBER 14
GARY GILMORE
UTAH STATE PRISON, BOX 250
DEAPER UT 84020
ON BEHALF OF ABC MOVIES, THE NEW INGOT COMPANY, AND CHARLES
FRIES PRODUCTIONS, WE WISH TO PURCHASE THE MOTION PICTURE AND PUB­
LICATION RIGHTS TO YOUR TRUE LIFE STORY FROM YOU OR YOUR ELECTED
REPRESENTATIVES STOP OUR OWN CREDITS ARE 14 YEARS OF MAJOR MOTION
PICTURES AND 6 BEST SELLING BIOGRAPHIES STOP MORE RECENTLY WE PRO­
DUCED THE HIGHLY RECEIVED FILM "HEY I'M ALIVE," THE TRUE LIFE STORY
OF RALPH FLORES, A MORMON LAY PREACHER, AND A YOUNG GIRL WHO
CRASHED IN A LIGHT PLANE IN THE YUKON AND SURVIVED 49 DAYS WITHOUT
FOOD STOP THIS FILM ABOUT FAITH IN GOD AND CONVICTION WAS PRAISED
BY THE MORMON CHURCH AND VIEWED BY OVER 30 MILLION POEPLE STOP
AMONG OUR OTHER CREDITS IS "SUNSHINE," THE TRUE STORY OF LYN HELTON
A YOUNG MOTHER IN DENVER CO WHO GAVE HER LIFE AT A YOUNG AGE IN
RETURN FOR TIME WITH HER DAUGHTER STOP THIS STORY OF THE RIGHT TO
DIE ISSUE AND STRENGTH OF CONVICTION WAS VIEWED BY OVER 70
MILLION PEOPLE AND THE BOOK IN HER WORDS WAS READ BY OVER 8

MILLION PEOPLE STOP A COPY IS BEING SENT TO YOU UNDER SEPARATE



COVER STOP WE WISH TO PRESENT YOUR STORY AS TRUTH NOT AS
FICTION STOP I HAVE SEEN MR. BOAZ AND NOTED TO HIM THAT I
WOULD CORRESPOND WITH YOU STOP I LOOK FORWARD TO HEARING FROM
YOU OR YOUR REPRESENTATIVE STOP PLEASE CALL COLLECT AT ANY
TIME, AREA CODE 213-550-8119 STOP SINCERELY YOURS
LAWRENCE SCHILLER

There had been no answer. His telegram might just as
well have gone into the dead letter bin at the post office.

He went out to see Vern
Provo and Vern wasn't there.
local reporters in Salt Lake

Damico at the shoe store in
He bumped into a couple of
and said I'm not here to com-

leter with you, just like you to tell me who is what in this



city, and how do you get into the
getting in to see Gilmore either.
only she was nowhere to be found.
prison.

prison. But they weren't
Schiller heard of Nicole,
He kept missing her at the

Schiller wasThose first and second trips to Salt Lake

suicide attempt, the moment those words came over the radio,

Schiller said to himself, there is a story and it's real.

So the moment he heard news of the double



Since it's real, it has, in this case, to be fantastic.

At the Hilton, it looked like the crowd of press had
expanded from 50 to 500. The foreign press was beginning to
come in. The British in numbers. When the British arrive,
en masse, then the stamp was on the meat. The story would
have the largest worldwide ring.

Schiller made a few phone calls. His luck seemed to
have changed from cold to hot. He reached Vern Damico on the
first ring, and had a good talk, and asked Mr. Damico's
opinion of where he might locate Nicole. Damico seemed to
think she'd be at the hospital in Provo, and Schiller made
an appointment afterward to meet and talk with Vern Damico.
Schiller got into his rented car. The monkeys would stay
at the Hilton and exchange theories on the crime, but he was
on his way to the hospital in Provo.

The waiting room was small and had a lot of people.
Schiller went up to the desk and asked for Nicole Barrett,
and they acted as if they had never heard. of her. He went

around the corner, and put a call in to the hospital adminis­
trator, and asked if any of Nicole Barrett's relatives could

be located quickly, and the administrator said they were
coming in and out all the time. The mother's been here,



Schiller was informed, but she's not here right now’. Schiller
sat down in his heavy brown coat and prepared to wait. It
was a hot waiting room, but he was comfortable. Gilmore was
in the hospital, under guard. Gilmore was out of it and > u
could not be reached. Back in Salt Lake, the monkeys would
run back and forth, trading information, but there was nothing
in the story that counted now except Gilmore and Nicole.
Since he couldn't get to Gilmore, he would wait to make con­
tact with Nicole. It was very simple to Schiller.

There was no anxiety about sitting there for hours.
Other reporters would be on the phone, checking back to hear
what was going down, but Schiller sat and relaxed and let the
heat of the room pour over him and the fatigues of twenty
five years perspired slowly, a drop and another drop from the
bottomless reservoirs of his fatigue, and he sat there quietly
thinking, and let his sins and his errors wash over him, and
he reviewed them. He considered it obscene not to learn from
past experience.

2.

His worst sin, his number one error, he usually decided

was the Susan Atkins story. He had been in Yugoslavia when



the Tate-LoBianca murders took place, but six months later,
driving down the Santa Monica freeway, news came over the
radio that a girl in prison named Susan Atkins had just given
information on Tate-LoBianca to her cellmate. Next day, Schiller
learned that one of her attorneys was Paul Caruso. Caruso had
written the contract for Billy Woodfield and himself on the sale
to Hugh Hefner of a Marilyn Monroe nude. It obtained the high­
est price ever paid for a single photograph up to then, 1963,
§25,000. So, Schiller called Paul Caruso and told him that
Susan Atkins' story could be sold around the world, and would
help to pay for her defense.

Schiller was brought in to see Susan Atkins in between her
two appearances before the Grand Jury, and Susan Atkins con­
fessed the murders in a series of three connnected interviews.
He sold it all over the world. Then it was reprinted in Amer­
ica. Suddenly Susan Atkins was no longer the State's star wit­
ness. They had to find another star witness because Susan At­
kins now had a vested interest in her own story. Schiller had
destroyed the State's star witness.

Schiller was sick to the stomach over that, but it took
him years to acknowledge it. It came upon him little by

little. He was asked to dinner one night by a famous lawyer 
and couldn't understand the invitation until he saw that six
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eminent judges were also there. They wanted to hear why a
journalist would do what he had done. It was a very intelli­
gent dinner, and he was delighted to sit with such fine and
serious people, but unhappy to realize he'd been fucking them

over.

Later, he sold the Susan Atkins story to New American
Library for $15,000, a quick sale for a quick and rotten book,
a way of liquidating his emb£rassment, but it didn't liqui-'

date so much as proliferof ^^Newsweek interviewed him about the
book and he said, "Look, I published what Susan said. I
don't know whether it's true or not." Newsweek ended their
article with that quote. "I don't know whether it's true
or not." It made him perspire under the arms to think about
it. He learned one lesson he would never erase. The secret
of class and substance and proper living was to remain accu­
rate to the facts. Schiller called it history. You recorded
history right. If you did the work that way, you were
respected for it.

So when Helter Skelter came out, he said to himself,

"Schiller, you really fucked up. With the profit you made
on the original sale, you could have done a definitive study
of the entire Manson family. You threw away what should

have been an important book." It was embarassing to recol-



lect. He even had to appear^to testify-on how the Susan
Atkins interviews took place. When the judge said to him 
"How would you characterize your occupation, Mr. Schiller?"
he had replied, "I believe I am a communicator." The whole
courtroom laughed. They thought he was a hustler. The
memory burned into the skin right under his beard. "I be­
lieve I am a communicator," and
would do this one differently.
dation for every corner of this

Never again, said Schiller 

the courtroom laughed. He
He would lay a proper foun
story.
to himself, sitting in the

waiting room, do I make that mistake. And he sat, and he
h

waited in the heat in his ^eavy brown coat, and the hours



he" "T'nf Larry S'chiTler, representing ABC television."

Don't you understand?" Schiller didn't even know her name.
She was a local stringer., J>ut she was carrying on with whati
sie had to say. IJ^-Was that' the men didn't give a damn abcaut
t le women, and’^yet the women weretkilling themselves over the
m :n. ^3‘chiller nodded and got away as qiiiqk as he could. Th as

==^ Then a tall young fellow who had been in and out, in

and out, and looked grief-stricken, came back again. The
fellow was so shook he had to be Nicole's brother, that is, if
she had a brother and Schiller went up and introduced himself
but it was apparent he couldn't communicate now so he sat
down again and waited, and another couple of hours went
by before he saw a woman standing at the candy shop next
to the waiting room. She was thin and small-boned, had
her hair in a bun, and looked like a very tough western
woman who could have walked across the plains. By the ex­
pression on her face—such iron fatigue and held-in sorrow,

he knew it had to be Nicole's mother (although later he found
out it was Nicole's grandmother, and Nicole's mother wasn't

even forty yet) but he didn't know then so he wrote a note to

introduce himself as Lawrence Schiller and said he was here

to discuss the events that had been taking place in their lives in



relation to the motion picture and book rights and he would
appreciate a meeting with her or her authorized representative,
an attorney (it was always better to say "authorized represen­
tative" before "attorney" so they knew you weren't suing) and
that he was prepared to pay Nicole a minimum of $25,000 for
her rights. That was a figure to open the door.

Then he went over to the woman and said, "I'm sure you're
Mrs. Baker, and I am, as you will see in this note, Lawrence
Schiller from ABC television. This is not the time and place,
but when the occasion is right, I would appreciate it, if you
would open my note and read it." Then he turned around and
walked out of the hospital. A contact had been made.

3.

When the front page story in the New York Times came out
on November 8th, Susskind found himself fascinated. For a
front page piece, he thought, it was well written and gave a
good description of the murders, the man's sentence, and his
decision not to appeal. When you put that together with Gil­
more's previous criminality, it all suggested a fascinating
scenario.

Now on this day, shortly after the article caught his

eye, almost immediately thereafter in fact, his old friend and 



associate Stanley Greenberg called, and they had a good con­
versation. Stanley had written Metamorphosis for Susskind years
ago, a TV story about a man in prison awaiting execution. The
man had waited so long that he changed in character, and the
question became, "Who was the man they were executing?" That
play had been on television fifteen years ago, and David Suss­
kind always felt that he and Stanley had had some effect on
the end of capital punishment in New York State, and, perhaps,
a little to do with the Supreme Court decision that made the
safeguarding of a convicted man's life inviolate forever. "Of
course," Stanley said now to David, "inviolate and forever sim­
ply means till the next generation. Then you have to do it all
over again."

Greenberg was a man of some poise and decorum, but Suss­
kind could tell he was aroused. "Listen, what fascinates me
about this Gilmore case," he was saying, "is that it's an open
commentary on the utter failure of the criminal justice system
in this country. It's a demonstration that our prison system
fails to rehabilitate anybody. Why the guy's been in and out
his whole damn life and he just keeps getting worse. It all

escalated from car stealing up to armed robbery with a danger­

ous weapon. That's a devastating commentary on the utter
failure of our prison system," said Greenberg. "Secondly, it

could offer a wonderful statement about capital punishment and 



how godawful it is, eye for an eye. I even think that doing*
this story and reaching a large audience can probably save the
guy’s life. Gilmore says he wants to die, but he's obviously
out of his head. So I think our production could be a factor
in the man not being executed." That appealed to Susskind.
"They can't execute this man," he said to Stanley, "he's de­
ranged. He's insane. They should have understood that way
back."

They talked a long time. Finally Susskind said to
Greenberg, "Why don't you go to Utah? I think enough-of this
story is unique. It's got several layers of importance and
interest and I think it could make very exciting, dramatic
material. If, on.investigation, you find it holds up, and we
can get the releases we need, we might have something interesting
here."

Greenberg couldn't go right away because of his contract
at Universal, but each day they talked to each other, the
thing was getting bigger, and Susskind began conversations with
Boaz. He quickly decided Dennis was not your typical lawyer.

One time Boaz boasted, "I've got releases from every­

body. Got them all." He kept talking about how he had locked

up everything, and Susskind called Stanley Greenberg and said,



11 i" J.

"Boy, this is^a very odd attorney. However, he's got his 
eye on the money machine."

Dennis had said, "Look, I can't cooperate if you don't
put your evidence of good faith on the line. Money," said
Dennis, "is not to be considered not of the essence," and he
giggled. "What do you want?" asked Susskind. "Well, now,"
said Dennis, "it's getting to be a world wide case." "How
can I," asked Susskind, "be sure you have all the releases
you say you have?" "Well," said Dennis, "you have to start
somewhere. You better start by trusting me. I have exactly
what I told you I have. If you don't believe me, there are
ten other people out here who want it. It's just that I like
your reputation, Mr. Susskind. I'd like to give you first
crack at it." Then he stipulated what he wanted. It amounted
to a goodly sum, in the neighborhood of $50,000 for the

0 . .rights of all the principals involved m the case, and he
asked Susskind to put that into a telegram, which David did
and sent it off.

Susskind also enclosed a legal package, with a contract
in it,in it-; and release forms. Boaz might have told him that

he had it all, but when Susskind asked him in what form the

papers were, Dennis said, "One and two sentence quitclaims 
and releases.



"Oh, look," said Susskind, "that doesn't work at all,
You're going to have to use established legal forms, waiver
of rights for the payment, and all such. It has to conform
to what we do in the motion picture and television business."

Dennis said, "I don't understand why you have to have
all that folderol."

"It's not folderol," said Susskind, "it's of the essence.
People can change their minds. A one or two sentence release
probably contains language too loose to bear up under scru­
tiny. I'm sorry, I have to send you release forms." He did.
Susskind went to his lawyers and they sent off the package.

4.

By pure coincidence, Stanley Greenberg arrived at the
Salt Lake Hilton on the afternoon of the 16th, the day of
the double suicide saga, and so precisely the busiest day of
the month if you counted activity by the media waves. Having
no idea this was all going to happen, Stanley had telephoned
the day before from Kensington in California, where he lived
just north of San Francisco, to confirm his appointment with
Boaz. Under the circumstances, in all the brouhaha at the
Hilton over the event, he never expected the lawyer to keep
his date. To his surprise, however, Dennis did show up, and

just late enough to give- Stanley Greenberg time to look care-



fully at the network news at six o'clock, then, to his astonish­
ment, Boaz showed up right afterward at his hotel room door.

It was a curious meeting.

If not for this suicide attempt, they would almost certain­
ly have met, Greenberg thought, as adversaries, or at the least,
he would have felt obliged to deal with Boaz as a bizarre spe­
cimen of a lawyer willing to kill off his client. Now, however,
Boaz seemed to have gone through a considerable shift of opinion
very quickly. Their conversation was more productive than
Stanley could have hoped.

As he explained to Boaz over the course of a drink, his
hackles went up about a week ago when it became apparent by
reading the San Francisco Chronicle that there was a real danger
of Gilmore being executed. Stanley explained how he found cap­
ital punishment personally repugnant, even abhorrent. He sim­
ply couldn't sit around and let it happen. This might seem
a considerably romantic and over-dramatized reaction, he remarked,

Ar; A V, r. b«er)
but he had felt obliged, nonetheless, to gather his forces^with

C'-FPh ',x S r'"■ '' 1 ’ 1 'David Susskind who was the right producer to be associated with
in an endeavor like this.

His credentials established, Greenberg was now ready to
O->. r.> 5 d

discuss the Gilmore case with Boaz. He left- off by saying^he

just didn't see where any criminal had the right to demand what



society do to him. In fact, by his lights, a criminal had no
more right to demand capital punishment than to demand his immed­
iate release. It was society, after all, that set the rules.

Dennis, who had been looking oddly subdued, given Stanley's
preconceptions of him, now seemed fired up a bit by the possi­
bility of discussion. He replied that Gary wasn't demanding
anything. He simply didn't want to appeal. Appeal law was based
on the premise that nobody wanted to be executed, and so it
offered all sorts of possibilities for relief, but Gary didn't
want to pursue those possibilities.

It wasn't that simple, Greenberg argued back. The Supreme
Court had said that capital punishment could be resumed, but
only if certain legal steps were taken. The question here was
whether the State law in Utah happened to be in compliance with
any of those steps, not whether Gilmore wanted to go through
those steps' that was irrelevant. If you were going to exe­
cute people, said the Supreme Court, it was important to kill
them only under guarded and truly hedged-about circumstances.

At this point, Dennis looked gloomy again and said that
. he wasn't so sure he had done a very competent job. In any
case, he stated, his feelings were undergoing a radical change.

Up to now, he had supported Gilmore's plea for the death pen-



alty, because he felt Gilmore had a right to determine his
own life. Now, however, push had come to shove, and in a cer­
tain way, he had realized for the first time that Gary was
actually going to die and he was feeling too much emotion about
that to want to be a part of the process.

Greenberg now had the impression that Dennis was slight­
ly stoned. His feelings of inadequacy certainly began to pour
out. Greenberg even found himself liking Boaz more than he

ACLU?"

Now, hosts of feelings poured forth. Boaz, no, had not
become involved with them. It had been against his client's
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dwwl'iCtriL-"LU Itui—i ^^ist an hour ago, talking to’.Geraldo Rivera^ tp /

^fe^'had had a brilliant conception. He would need some help

with it, some formidable backing in terms of paper work. There
were many motions that would have to be filed, for which he
would need a Utah lawyer. Plus other resources. So he wanted
to get in touch with the ACLU now. When Greenberg encouraged
him, Boaz called up a representative from the ACLU named Judy
Wohlbach and she agreed to come over to the room for a drink.

It was an odd meeting. Before it was over, Greenberg
decided it had to be one of the bizarre conversations of all
times. He never caught the name of the man who came with Judy
Wohlbach, although it was obviously her husband or a confidante,
but before long, he found himself in the middle of what he
thought was going to be an absolutely marvelous dramatic play.



churning young lawyer, and then this Judy Wohlback glaring at
him. She might be nearsighted, but she certainly stared at
Dennis as if he were a specimen. She was completely distrustful

of the auspices. Even the extra drinking glasses, and the
little bar in the corner must have looked to her, under these
circumstances, sinister.

Stanley could hardly blame her. It was obvious she had
brought her husband for protection against Boaz. Reading about
him in the newspapers, she must have seen him as some sort of
hippie hustler or semi-criminal mentality; now, there he was be­
fore her, agitated, smiling, arrogant, suddenly modest, then
dejected, then haranguing her.
to IfiTirl dr-tee—.-.d

Almost immediately, Dennis began to offer Judy Wohlbach
this impossibly attractive and hopeless notion. He wanted the

ACLU to help him in getting Gary to want to live. Gary would
have such desires, he explained, if he could have Nicole. So

Dennis wanted to get him transferred to a medium security prison 



in some state where they would allow Gary and Nicole connub­
ial visits.

Oh, it would work, he exclaimed. Nicole could get a job
in the local town and bring up her children. On weekends they
would have their married life, two nights a week. That could
give Gary a motive for living. Why, if the court really under­
stood what a fine person Gary was, they would do it. Gary
could write and draw, Cottage incarceration was what he was
talking about.

Greenberg noticed that Boaz was now happy again. It
was apparent: Give him an original idea and some remote pos­
sibility of achieving it, and he couldn't be happier. It
didn't matter if the conditions were unattainable—just give
him that novel approach to the pursuit of happiness, and he
became happiness itself.

Judy Wohlbach didn't seem very impressed, however. Dennis
had ended his presentation by saying that of course the ACLU
should provide all the necessary services to accommodate this
legal action. When she shook her head, Boaz suggested she
help him out personally. Judy Wohlbach gave him a speech
back. She was alone in her practice, she said, and just start­
ing out. The ACLU in Utah, in case he didn't know, was very 

1



under-funded. They didn't have access to the best legal brains,
or secretarial staff.

"Don't you want him to live?" asked Boaz.
Have you looked, she inquired, into the ways that his life

might actually be saved? She began to talk about relevant law
in Supreme Court cases, and civil rights procedures under
Federal and State law. When Boaz admitted he had not read
these cases, nor knew their names, she shook her head, then
Judy Wohlbach asked him if he had read Gilmore's psychiatric
file. In reply, Boaz became critical of all this husbanding
of ACLU resources. Why was she not forthcoming? Why did she
emphasize the legalistic rather than the humanistic? Green­
berg couldn't believe his good fortune: what a play!

Boaz now added with pride that he viewed himself largely
as a man of literature, rather than a lawyer lost in procedure.
"In the Renaissance, man knew he could be a poet and a lawyer
both."

"Well," said Judy Wohlbach, "think about what hat you're
going to wear and stay in touch."

Showing Judy and her husband down the hall, Stanley Green­
berg felt obliged to remark, "I really don't believe Boaz is
the person to represent Gilmore in this situation."

Yes, thought Greenbe,grJ afterward, if the life was to



be saved, Dennis Boaz would be better out of it.

As soon as they were all gone, Greenberg called Susskind 
and said, "It's fascinating, and it's ugly, and it's compli­
cated.

broadcast on ABC network on November 17, 1976.

GERALDO RIVERA: A^e you saying that you've changed i.
your position,"Dennis? *

DENNIS BOAZ: Yes.

DENNIS BOAZ: \ (long pause) I believe he has the ;■
right to determine his own fate'. I can no long-?]
er support ,\uh, the execution'by the state.

DO RIVERA: Dennis Boaz. . . a man who up u<
pw has supported his client's wish for the

ht to die. Dennis, welcome. You've/argued
ourt, sometimes eloquently, that £ary Gil-

more\deserves the right to die. Do ..you still
believe that?

GE

Why?GERALDO RIVERA:

i

(long pause) Well, yesterday was a
j, and I had a remarkable

ERALDO RIVERA: After the discussions we had yester-

.DO RIVEpA: Are you saying yoi\ came to the real­ization. . . what, tell me. . X

DENNIS BOAZ: Well, I see there's someKpossibilityfdr. . .Nicole and Gary (his voice^xsounds shaky
ere) perhaps to be together, and 'hs long as I

can see that possibility, know it's \there, I
know Gary would want to live and Nico'/e also.

DENNIS BOAZ: (
moment of trutfi for me
emotional experience whicnxl reflected upon.And. . . / \



to lhe mother of the finacee. She was mad at Dennis for

hospital.from Gary to thebrirging a yellow rose

all, rested on Gil-

's past de notmon
kin<
wri er as

th
an-
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to! know a few' of the Roosevelts, Elliot', James, and Frankli 

The story, after

the rights to Eleanor and Franklin by Joseph Lash, he happ 

Susskind. Let me tell you why I should gdt the righty.

and done now. Sus:

he Ranted
He certainly didn't'rteed to add a relationship wit:

me there. No necessity for\shaking hands and becoming
acquainted with Damico and the others. Why when he acquired 

afiy others, he hadn't personally intervened and said, "I'm

there to get the foundations forand Stanley wa

Susski agreed.

s sufficient to be in partnership withremarked it
gifted and rilliant as/Stanley. It was the stoiy

on what was said
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Deseret News
Nov. 17, Salt Lake—Gary Gilmore's date with
Utah State Board of Pardons passed today while
the convicted murderer pay conscious and
shackled in a hospital bed. . .

Meanwhile, Nicole Barrett, Gilmore's girl­
friend and apparent suicide pact partner, is
in critical condition at Utah Valley Hospital.
Gilmore has not been told of Mrs. Barrett's

condition and has not been allowed any visitors 



to his guarded hospital room since regain­
ing consciousness.
When Gilmore returns to prison he will be

moved to tighter security cell, will have
limited communications, and won't be allowed
any physical contact with otuside persons,
Smith said. . .

Dennis Boaz, Gilmore's lawyer, in his in­
terview with ABC today, said he can no longer
support Gilmore's quest for execution. "Yes­
terday, Tuesday, was a moment of truth for me.
I see that there's some possibility for Ni­
cole and Gary to be together. As long as I
can see that possibility, know it's there,
I know Gary would want to live," Boaz explained.
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>y checkep into the Hilton. Dying to get background fr'

on Nicole. She got a lot of free lunches that week.
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because that night'; on the news, it wa.s'mentioned that
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Nicole's Mother Calls Slayer ’Manson Type'

lly from Philly deft town that week to go hiki:

■1, let the world stay down in Salt Lake and chatter.

Nov.>17—Gary Mark Gilmore, the condemned
killer who attempted to end his own life in

apparent death pact with his fianceejk
/Nicole Barrett, was described Wednesday a'S.,
another "Charles Manson" by Mrs. Barrett’s'
mo

m untains, and that's^where she wanted to be, just leav<

en to dinner, but one little side of her wanted to ^scppe.

Salt Lake Tribun

It was only after Gary had been at the hospital for
24 hours that the tube was taken out of his lungs. He had
been awake for several hours, but they left it in until they
were certain he could swallow on his own. Then he was given
oxygen by mask, and it was recorded that he was expectorating
moderate amounts of phlegm. When they examined his throat,
he said, "You're violating my privacy."

Next he wanted to know about his fiancee and her where­
abouts. He was alert, he was awake, he was agitated, and 



now he was refusing care. When he told the nurse to get out,
they put him in restraints^. Then he refused to take a breath,

and nearly turned blue before he would open his mouth. He
became extremely abusive to everybody. Refused injections
and other treatment. When the nurse tried to give him a needle,
he spit in her face. Then he demanded to have the monitor
that was making a record of his heartbeat, removed from his
chest. He demanded fiorinol for his headache. When the nurses
tried to talk to him, he refused to carry on a conversation.
On his hospital chart they wrote, "Spiteful, revengeful, obscene.
After the intern removed the trachial tube, Gilmore sat up,
and sputtered, and said, "I'll fucking well get you, mother­
fucker . "

The nurses discussed his case. Most people who over­
dosed were not at all like Gilmore when they woke up, but
passive and withdrawn. Gilmore was coming on exceptionally
strong. It was dangerous to get within reach of him. "He
looked," said one of the girls, "like the demon that got into
Linda Blair in the Exorcist." He sure was different. Other
suicides were so depressed when they came out of it. After
all, they had taken the overdose in the first place because
they were depressed. They didn't want to live. With Gilmore,
it was more like he had wanted to die. Really wanted to die,
felt frustrated now.
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During all these rides back and forth to the hospital

Kathryne had one drive with Charles that brought back old

ixecution any longer. Even as he said it, he l\d this

ther hanfT, a few friends saw the show and said he certainly
appealed shaken when he announced that he couldri'. t support

urt his own feeling for his public image that people who
adn't even seen the show were saying that he had. On the

When Dennis got on’ Geraldo Rivera's Good Morning America,
I '■ Ihe was still in a very emotional state. He didn't cry, but it

He's^very, very impulsive," Dr. Woods said
hink it represents depression.

People wit ..his type of personality structure
act impulsively and dramatically and would
this sort of thing..'’" He said a "suicide gestdj:
is an attempt to? get attention and publicity, i

Salt Lake City (DPI), Nov. 17— Dr. John Wood
a psychiatrist who helped prepare the court-
ordered psychiatric evaluation of Gilmore,
said he felt the killer's action was a "gestun

er than a legitimate attempt to take his
ife.own

Attorney Surprised
Doctor Thinks Suicide Attempt Only 'Gesture'

ra

I don't



memories. Neither wassaying much to the other, but she was
feeling close to Charlie, not really close, but kind of near
after all those years lived together. She started to think
about the night she met Charlie at the roller skating rink
and then dated him all summer. He lived just a block and
a half away and worked at the carnival and he was just 16
and she was 14. They went together 3 months and never even
kissed. Didn't need to talk, they got along so well. The
one day they decided to get married, they talked Kathryne's
mother into driving them to Elko, Nevada, but the Justice of
the Peace didn't believe Charlie was 18 and said, "If I make
a long distance call to your mother, how will she answer my
question?" Charlie started to stammer. "Well, I don't know,"
he told the man. Justice of the Peace said, "You better go
and call her. Tell her I'm going to phonetf He was obviously
advising them to get Charlie's mother to lie, just a tiny
little Justice of the Peace, a hunchback.

Charlie's mother, however, started screaming over the
telephone, which made Charlie finally speak up and say, "Knock
it off, Ma. The Justice of the Peace is going to call. You
tell him I'm 18." That was how Kathryne remembered it.

Same day, they drove back to Provo, and Kathryne felt
silly. She was just turned 15, and they didn't know where
to go. Her mother said, "Charlie can sleep on the couch,"
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and Kathy even said "No',- no, he's not staying here. He got
to go home." Charlie actually did that first night. Kathryne
figured getting married meant that she could go to the movies
when she wanted without having to take orders.

The following morning Charlie came over with his friend
George, and they went riding around all day in George's car,
until Kathryne told Charlie to have her home at 10 p.m., which
he did. The following night, he and his friend came over
again, and since George was older and had been around, he began
to tease Kathryne and finally drove them over to this motel
called, Back of the Pine-Trees. Charlie got out to get a room
and Kathryne started carrying on, at which point George said,
"Well, you're married to him, so go on up." "I'm not," said
Kathryne, "you take me home." "I'll tell you what, Nicky,"
George said—they used to call Kathryne "Nicky" after her
middle name, Nicole—"I'm going home, and you can go with me
if you want, or you can go with him." Kathryne had no choice.
She jumped out and there she was all alon^ outside the motel.

Nothing to do but go in and say hello to Charlie. God, they
were kids.

They'd fight and make up, fight and make up and one time
in one of those fights, he enlisted in the service and they
didn't even find out she was pregnant until later. She had had



so many periods she missed that she never even noticed this
real miss until later. When she started to feel a lump
in her stomach moving around and getting larger, she thought,
I bet I got a tumor. She had heard about a woman her grandma's
age who had a tumor. She went to the doctor by herself, really
scared, and when she found out it was a baby, she nearly died
of embarrassment. The doctor said, "Are you married?" She
didn't have her ring on because the one Charlie had bought was
too big, and he was waiting for her to grow into it. So when
she said she sure was married, the doctor didn't believe her,
and when he asked where her husband might be, she said he had
just finished basic training, but then the doctor asked her
where Charley was stationed, and she couldn't even remember
the name of the fort she was so nervous. Just said, "He's
in the Army. Somewhere, you know." That doctor was so posi­
tive she wasn't married that when Charlie came home on leave
a couple of weeks later, Kathryne just hauled him right down
there with her for the second medical exam.

The way Charlie looked at it, he and Kathryne had been
married so long, one of them couldn't start thinking about
something without the other falling into it. They could ride
along in parallel like two mules in traces, each thinking the

same damn thoughts. Looking back on it now, thinking about

their marriage and all the bad years after, all those years 



and never sure he did get to like her, he couldn't tell him­
self now what interested him in the first place. He still
got mad thinking how Kathryne told him they must get married
because she was pregnant. Pretended she didn't want to
marry, and boo hoo, but her mother sat them down, and said
they had to do something about it, married or something.
Charlie had said, "Well, it don't matter to me."

In about a few hours he had decided to be a man about
it, go ahead, and they went up to Elko, Nevada. His mother
was so mad on the phone, she said, "You made your bed, sleep
in it," and by the time he found out Kathryne wasn't pregnant
by God, she was. The hell of it was that he even enjoyed it
for a while. It wasn’t the worst marriage for all those
years, just that every time he wanted to get divorced, damned
if Kathryne didn't start bawling, until he'd say, "Forget
about it, you know."

Of course, his luck was typical of his life. In the
infantry, what they do but put him in heavy weapons, so he
was a gunner having to carry all that extra weight, and in
law, over the years, he must have dropped a total of $500
to different lawyers for starting a divorce. She'd start

crying and saying, "What am I going to do. Can't raise the
kids by myself. I need you," things like that. He’d back 



out every time, and lose his down payment to the lawyer. By
the time they reached the hospital, Charlie was in a thorough
state of gloom and practically had the shakes. Once again,
he couldn't hang around. He tried to sit in a seat and think
about Nicole and how much he used to love her, but, damn if
he wouldn't see Uncle Lee getting drunk, and he felt ready
to kill Lee, that greedy child-molesting bastard.

There was a yellow rose at the hospital on the first day
rSsigned, "Gary"j^ There was a yellow rose the second day.

Gary's name was on it again. Kathryne finally figured out
that Dennis Boaz had sent it, but it didn't matter. No rose
was going into Nicole's room with Gilmore's name on it.
Anyway, they were no sooner in the door than Charlie began
to move around restlessly, standing up and sitting down in
the waiting room and looking at people as if he didn't know
whether to glare, or bust out, or bawl, and finally he said
that he had just driven down there for her, and now he had
to leave, and Kathryne settled in for another vigil.

One fellow came up and said he was from the National
Enquirer, and Kathryne got him mixed up with Jeff Newman

with whom Nicole had made some sort of financial arrangement.
So when this fellow said they needed a better picture of
Nicole, that all the pictures they'd seen so far of Nicole



were terrible, and what was needed was something complimen­
tary to do her justice, Kathryne remembered a picture she had
taken at Midway Island when Sissy was pregnant with Sunny,
and said, "You can put the head part of it in your newspaper.
Use her face but that's all." Nicole happened to be looking
real pregnant and was in a swimsuit. Her face was pretty
there, but her big pregnant bod was the last thing Kathryne
wanted printed right now. An hour after the fellow took it,
Kathryne found out that he wasn't from the Enquirer at all.
Some paper she'd never heard of. They got the picture for
nothing.
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When Larry Schiller finally got together with Vern, 
the meeting took place in Ida's living room. Schiller



came prepared to make an offer to Damico, even though hw was
not yet Gary's representative. Nonetheless, Schiller liked
the idea. Once Vern delivered the offer, he would be a rep­
resentative, de facto. Gary would be dealing with him.

Schiller wanted to strike the right effect and just the
right effect at this meeting. Under his dark brown winter
overcoat, he was wearing a safari suit the color of a camel's
hair coat, and a brown tie with a stripe in it. TiwwsfflwS®
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browns was perfect. Blues would have been too cold, too much
like court. The brown was somber, warm, business-like, sub­
stantial. The photographer in Schiller wanted himself set
in a field of colors reminiscent of family gatherings and cigars.

Right off, soon as they got down to business, he told
Vern that he would offer a total of $75,000 for all the rights,
and that he felt Nicole was worth 1/3 of that, since without
Nicole there was no story. In effect, he was offering Gary
$50,000. He added that no matter what happened, he would not
offer a penny more. This was a firm offer, he said, and not a
bargaining point.



Schiller knew, of course, that he had already passed way
beyond the $40,000 ABC had given him to deal with. But,
it was impossible to come in with 40 in this market. He would
get around to telling ABC later.

Schiller proceeded to spell out why the figure was $75,000.
"It is," he said to Vern, " the economics of motion pictures
that dictate this offer." He had brought ammunition with
him in the form of Xeroxes of Francis Gary Powers' contract,
the Gus Grissom story contract, and Marina Oswald's. These
were his samples and he spread them out on the table in front
of Vern and said, "You pick whichever one you want and take
a good look at it. These contracts have been negotiated by
the best lawyers in the country. Certainly," said Schiller,
"Marina Oswald had the best lawyer available. So did Francis
Gary Powers. This is not to put you down, Mr. Damico, but
the lawyers writing these contracts for Grissom and Powers
and Oswald were j(o|^ple who knew more about profit-sharing,

more about percentages, and more about how much money can be
made with a given film than people like yourself, or for that
matter, Dennis Boaz. What I am trying to tell you is that no
matter what anybody offers, you take a look at the figures in

these contracts right here. There are the real prices available
Susskind is tell you that this property is eventually worth
fifteen million dollars, but I say you will never see ^“0



a piece of that. He is offering a small amount now and talk­
ing about a big piece eventually. The likelihood is that the
big piece will never materialize. I, on the other hand, am
willing to give up money right away. I am not offering it
on the commencement of principal photography two or three or
four years from now. I'm willing to gamble right this minute.
I am taking the chance, not you." When he saw that Vern Da­
mico had picked up one of the contracts and was looking it over,
studying it somberly in his big hands, Schiller added, "I've
come today with three monumental things to offer. The first,
as I have stated, is the amount I'm willing to pay, cash on the
barrelhead. The second is that I will make you my promise
that I will stay in this town, and I will work on the story of
Gary Gilmore from here. I am not going to buy the rights and
then vanish to New York and operate from New York. I'm not
wealthy yet. I'm not like David Susskind who has already got it
made. No," said Larry Schiller, "I'm still climbing the ladder,
so I'll be here to work on this story, here to give you advice,
and the day I don't deliver, is the very day you have reason
not to trust me."

"What is the third thing?" asked Vern.

"The third," said Larry Schiller, "is whether you are
really going to allow 50% of this money to go to a stranger.
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Blood, I should think," he said, "is thicker than water.
I don't know how Gary is thinking of providing for his mother,
but if half of this money is to go to Boaz, then Gary's mo­
ther will be getting a percentage that is half the amount
she's entitled to. That's going to bring a lot of heat down
from the press."

All the while Schiller had been talking to Vern Damico,
he had been changing his impression of Gary Gilmore. It was
as if he had been given another look at Gary. As Vern started
talking about Gilmore, reflecting on his days in the shoe shop
kind of wistfully, saying he was a good hard worker, "but I
never knew how to get the best out of him," Schiller began
to think that Damico might be sincere. He certainly had no
reason to impress Schiller. Damico knew he was not a member
of the press, yet he still spoke warmly about Gary as if there
had been an awful lot of good stuff which got fucked up. That
cheered Schiller. It would make for a better story than just
having some clever con who used and abused everyone. About the
time Vern showed a little wit and became a character in his
own right, Schiller was getting happier. That he had to obtain
this story was fundamental; he wanted this story from his spinal
cord out. But that he might even like it, was certainly a most
agreeable bonus. Every minute he sat there with Vern, he could
feel Boaz losing it. In fact, he felt even better than that,
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as if the very shape of the day was working for him. That
morning on ABC, he had seen Boaz with Rivera, and Boaz had
made a major blunder. One idea Schiller had had about Gil­
more from the beginning was that he would not put up for
long with anybody who represented him coming off like a fool.
"So," Schiller said in conclusion, "if I were you, I'd get
a lawyer. In fact," said Schiller, "I don't want to make
this offer to you in formal terms until you have a lawyer.
Then I will lay it out with him. If you take my advice, you
will pay the lawyer by the hour. I've seen," said Schiller,
"where lawyers get all the money in these things."

On the way out, Schiller left his number. He did not
say that it was only a phone booth in Walgreen's Drugstore
at the main intersection of Provo, and that the girl behind
the soda fountain was his local secretary pro tern. He had
madman arrangement with her to take his messages. He could,
of course, have used his number at the Hilton in Salt Lake,
but such calls went through a switchboard and you never knew
which of a hundred reporters might intercept the message.
He could have had people contacting him through his secretary
in Los Angeles, but using the Walgreen drug store was an easy
way for local people to reach him with a local call rather
than tackling long distance. Sometimes simple people hesi­
tated to go through the complications of area codes, operators
and calling collect.



Deseret News

Gilmore Recovers, Returns to Death Row

Nov. 18—Gary Mark Gilmore, having recovered
from his suicide attempt, was returned to the
Utah State Prison today to await the outcome
of his plea for death. . .
More than 3 dozen reporters and a dozen hos­

pital workers were on hand to watch the hand­
cuffed man with tousled hair get out of the wheel
chair and into the brown prison car.

Gilmore, looking weak with an ashen face, scowled
at his audience as he got into the vehicle's back
seat. He made an obscene gesture at the reporters
who peered at the condemned man sitting in the car.
A protective motorcade of 3 prison cars and 2

law enforcement vehicles escorted Gilmore back
to the Utah State Prison in Draper.

There, the arrival was greeted with cheers and
whistles from other inmates behind the prison
walls. Gilmore was taken directly to the prison
infirmiry where he will be watched constantly to
avoid a reoccurrence of Tuesday's suicide attempt. .

Schiller was present when they moved Gary from the hos­
pital to the prison. After Gilmore was driven away, reporters
rushed to their cars and chased the police down the highway to
prison. Schiller didn't follow. There would be very little
at the pris_on end, and he had gotten what he wanted.

He had seen Gilmore face to face. Of course, it was at
a distance of -30^"feet, but that had been close enough to in-
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creased his interest. Wherihe watched him on television,
Gary had not looked like a killer, but coming out of the
hospital this morning, being lifted down the steps, appearing
sunken and gaunt in his wheelchair, he had looked a little
like a cripple. His face was full of hate at what life had
done. It was the livid, vindictive look of a cripple who
could kill you for sheer outrage at how life had ruined his
chances. Gilmore looked like he'd like to leap up at every­
one staring at him, and, in fact, as he rose out of the wheel­
chair, and got into the car, he turned around, looked out the
window and gave a wide, very thin-lipped grin at the press, a
mean and merciless look, after which he raised his middle
finger slowly in the air as if to implant it forever in each
witness' ass. Immediately, he turned around as if not even
interested in the reaction, and looked straight ahead. He
was preparing to go to the next place. Looked cold as a
general. He had had his little moment, and Schiller said to
himself, that man could stick a knife in you and have the same
smile while doing it.

M
Cline Campbell had gone out to the hospital in Salt Lake,

but they wouldn't let him in. Now that Gary was back in the 

prison, Campbell visited him in the hospital ward, and it was 



good to see that Gilmore wasn't chained to the bed. They
had just let him up for lunch, and, in fact, he had thrown
his blanket to the floor and was sitting on the floor, going
through some mail that had accumulated.

He said in greeting to Campbell, "Help me here," and
tossed him some letters to read. He was in a crosslegged
position, Indian style, with his white prison clothes on.
They chatted for a few minutes before Campbell said, "In
a way, I'm sorry it didn't work, because it would end this
great trial for you. But I'm still glad you're here." Gil­
more just cursed. Then he smiled—didn't smile, exactly, but
said, "I'll do it sooner or later."

He looked at Campbell who said, "Yes, I know, I know
you're serious. Still, it's better not to kill yourself."

"Why?" asked Gilmore.
"Because," said Campbell, "you can test the law. If you

kill yourself, nothing's been solved. Force them to the issue.
"The law means nothing to me, Preach."
"Well, then," said Campbell, "there's two families in

Provo that are not taken care of, and it looks if you do it
right that you're going to have enough money to make some
contribution to the children."

Gilmore nodded. Campbell couldn't tell if he agreed.
He changed the subject slightly. "Hey," he said, "if there 



is a God, and I believe there is, I’m going to have to face
him." He nodded again. "I know this creation we live in
doesn't end up for nothing. There's got to be something
over there, and I'm going over. But," he added, "I'll come
back on a higher plane."

Campbell said, "what if you come back as a prison guard?"
Gilmore said, "Oh, you dirty son of a bitch."
They began to laugh. In the middle of it, Campbell

thought, "I laugh more with this guy than anybody."

/cj
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4hni-r—to find out who had passed the drugs to Gary,
the^? present belief was that it pretty much had to be

Nicole Barrett. For that reason, they were probably going to 
have to let the matter lie. It was a little hard to prosecute 
a girl who had almost died herself and would probably be sent
to a mental hospital. On the other hand, the prison had no
concrete information and so no particular reason to terminate
the inquiry. So long as it was kept open, that gave a couple
of advantages, one of which was to keep the pressure up on
Dennis Boaz.

After the overdose, therefore, the prison isolated Gil­

more from visits with physical contact. That put Boaz, as
well as Vern and Ida Damico behind glass.
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Deseret News

Topic: death
Nicole bared heart to DesNews reporter

By Tamera Smith
Deseret News staff writer
Copyright 1976, Deseret News

Nov. 18—Death and suicide were the main topic
in convicted killer Gary Mark Gilmore's conver­
sations with his girlfriend, Nicole Barrett, in
the week preceding suicide attempts by both.
Nicole confided these conversations to me.

In a series of intimate talks we had in the ten­
sion-filled week, she shared her many letters
from Gilmore, spoke of how he had encouraged and
reassured her about suicide, and discussed can­
didly her own feelings about dying.

Now my new friend lies near death in a Provo
hospital while all the world watches. • .



I had a source no one had been able to reach
up to that point. My emotions were mixed. I
cared about her as a person and like anyone in
my profession, hoped for a story from her. But
I didn't want to pressure her or nudge her into
a corner where she didn't want to be.
As I saw her come out of the prison, levi-clad,

sweater in hand and smoking a cigarette, I asked
about her visit and our conversation began. As
we got in my Volkswagen, I left the radio off so
that it would be silent if she wanted to talk—
and it seemed she did.

"There are knots in my stomach when I first go
to see him," she said, "but I feel better after­
wards. He is so strong, so much stronger than
I am, and he always reassures me and makes me
feel better."

Nicole felt as if she was completely surrounded by beau­
tiful soft darkness. She couldn't even acknowledge her body.
Everything was blackness around her. Then a hole came in, a
little hole. It was white. It kept getting larger, and she
kept trying to close it, but the hole kept opening. It was
whiter than white. Now she could see doctors' faces, and
the little mirrors they had up over their forehead. The hol^

kept stretching, and she kept trying to close it. As if
she were in a dream, she kept fighting to close that fucking
hole. She wanted to close it so bad she began to weep.

Kathryne and Rick had gone out to get something to eat,
and Sue Baker was there drowsing in the waiting room of Inten­
sive Care, when she heard Nicole screaming, "I don't want to

be here. I'm not supposed to be here."



The door to her room swung open and the intern came
out and shouted for a nurse and a doctor. Then they were all
moving back and forth for a few minutes, and going in and out
of Nicole's room for maybe an hour—Sue was listening with
the kind of attention you'd give if you were waiting outside

a delivery room waiting for a baby to cry.

Then she could hear Nicole shouting, "Fuck you, I want
my cigarettes." It was a lot of babble and yelling and the
intern was trying to talk to Nicole, but he finally came out,
and said to Sue, "See if you can do something."

When she went in, Nicole said, "I'm supposed to be dead,
I'm not supposed to be here." Before Sue could grab her hand
and squeeze it, the intern was back with help, and they were
doing some more.

By the time Sue came in again, they must have told Nicole
that Gary was alive. She was in a different mood and said to
Sue, "Let's talk about happier things. How's that little boy

of mine?" "Right," said Sue. Now Nicole wanted to walk, and
Sue was all for that, and the intern agreed. So Sue walked

her up and down the halls. Nicole acted wobbly because her
legs were so tired she could hardly make it, and she said,



"Doesn't this remind you of the night I was drunk, Sue?"
They thought back to a couple of nights when they were both
drinking, and Sue felt beautiful.that Nicole was up and talk­
ing and she said, "Listen, lady, how could you do this? I
need you too much, you know."

Nicole said, "I need you, too, but I wanted to be with
Gary." Sue answered, "Well, you're here now. You’re not
getting away again." Nicole sighed. "Aw, I'm not," she said.
Then she walked a little and kind of winked, and said, "I'll
try it again if I have to."

By the time they called Kathryne and she got back to the
hospital, Nicole was asleep once more. The next time she opened
her eyes, however, Kathryne was there, and she said, "Oh, Ma,"
and they started crying. "I didn't give him enough," Nicole
said, "I knew I didn't give him enough." "He's just fine,
Sissy," said Kathryne. Nicole started crying and began to
pound the covers. "I didn't give him enough. I knew it wasn't
enough for such a big man. Why didn't I think—he's so big."
"Look, Sissy," said Kathryne, "if God wanted you, you'd be
gone. You know, it just isn’t your time. He doesn't want you
yet." "I don't want to live," said Nicole. "Listen baby,"

said Kathryne, "God has too much left for you to do before you
can go." Nicole just laughed, and then she began to cry, and
she said, "Oh, Mama."



Gibbs received a letter from the Salt Lake Police Depart­
ment. It was from a detective who was in charge of the case
that he was being held on, and this detective knew that he
and Gary had been cellmates. Gibbs opened the letter and there
was nothing in it but a newspaper cartoon of a man lying in a
hospital bed. The nurse beside him was saying, "Mr. Gilmore,
wake up. It's time for your shot." Standing at the foot
of the hospital bed was a five man firing squad.

Knowing Gary's sense of humor, Gibbs decided to send

Christenson says Gilmore can leave the hospital and return
to death row if he continues to improve."

Gibbs laughed so hard he almost emptied his bladder, it sure
made him wish Gary was right there laughing with him.

Since Gary was just back from the hospital, they had



him in the hospital infirmary at Medium Security, and Vern
had to talk to him.through a telephone with Gary on the other
side of a plate glass window. It was an unusual sensation to
talk to a man that way, but for Vern, with his bad leg, it
sure beat walking all the way out to Maximum Security.

Straight out, Gary said, "Vern, would you take care of
things if I discharge Boaz?"

Vern said, "Well Gary, I don't know as I can do it.
I'm a shoemaker. I'm not an attorney."

Gary said, "With your business ability and with my brains,"
—he gave a big smile as he said this—"we can do it."

That was it. That was all they said about it then.
Right at the last, as Vern was getting ready to go, Gary
said, "Know how to shake hands through the glass?" and put
his open palm on the windows. Vern touched it on the other
side with his palm, and they wiggled fingers back and forth.
A prison handshake.

Brenda was also there on that visit, and it was more
emotional for her. Gary was looking weak, thought Brenda,
like a lot of the fight was out. He looked humble, in fact,
as if he wouldn't want to stand for long. Brenda, however,
decided to sail right into him, so she said over the phone,
"Gary, you old shithead. Looks like you pulled through."



He kind of snickered and said, "You haven't changed

any-"
Brenda said, "Still mad at me?"
He said, "Well, I don't like what you did," to which

Brenda replied, "I don't give a damn. I did what I had to
do. I supposed you did what you had to do." She paused
for breath and said, "I love you and am glad you made it."
Then she added, "Are you going to do something stupid like
that again?"

Gary said, "No, I don't think so. I don't want to feel
like this anymore. I have a hell of a headache."

There was a guard standing by, and he was having a con­
niption. After Brenda gave the phone back to her father,
the guard walked up and said, "I wouldn't dare call him any­
thing like that. He's mean. He'll kill you soon as look
at you."

Brenda said, "Yeah, he probably would."
The guard said, "Why would you call him an old shithead
Brenda said, "Cause that's what he is right now."
The guard said, "I'd be scared to death to talk to him

like that."

"God," Brenda said, "he can't hurt you. Look at him.

He's locked behind a door and he's in a weakened state. He



couldn't hurt a pussycat."
The guard said, "Well, I wouldn't bet on it."

Back at the window, Brenda couldn't stop herself now.
The guard might just as well have egged her on. She said,
"Hey, Gary, how come you didn't take enough to do the job?"

"What makes you think I didn't?" said Gary.
"If you had," said Brenda, "you'd have been dead."
"What in the hell," said Gary, "are you trying to do?

You know I really meant to do it right."
Brenda said, "You know more about drugs than that. I

think you knew just what you were doing."
Gary started to tuck his lip in. She had the idea it

was to keep from snickering. Finally, he said, "Well, I
might know one of my cousins would pick up on that, but you
just forget it."

Yet, in the way he said it, she was confused, because
he was perfectly capable of letting her think she was right
when she wasn't. Gary like!to toy with her head.

It made Brenda mad and she said, "I think you're being
a revengeful lover. That's selfish. What about those two
little kids?"

"Oh," said Gary, "somebody would have taken care of them."

You know, you're cold assed. You really are. You wanted



to stay awake long enough to find out if she was really dead

so you could make sure she didn’t have another lover.
Gary said, “I am a jealous lover."
"Don't you know, Gary, there's a real possibility that

she'll be damaged in her brain."
"Impossible. I don't even think of that," he said.
"Come on, Gary, isn't that what you wanted? If she has

brain damage, nobody else is going to want her."
"That's cruel," said Gary.
"I think you're an asshole," said Brenda. At that point,

she knew she'd gone too far.
Gary said, "You have a very vile and dirty mouth."

They started to stare at each other, and it got to be
quite a contest. Even across the hallway, which had to be
eight to ten feet wide, and through two panes of glass, Brenda
could feel some of the heat coming out of his eyes, and she
thought to herself, I'm not going to let him outstare me this
time, not when he's half dead and there's all this protection
between us. But, it went on so long, she finally remembered
his favorite theory and quoted it to him on the phone, look­
ing him in the eye, "An honest man will look you in the eye,
but the soul of a man will try to convince you of his lie."
At that point, Gary began to laugh and said, "God, Brenda,
you sure are a mess.



They laughed together just a little bit like cousins
again. It wasn't perfect, but it wasn't altogether bad either,
and he gave her a wink before they said goodbye. On the way
out, when she put her hand on the glass, she said, "See you.
I love you," and he wiggled his hand from his side and said,
"I love you," which was the first time he had said that in

a long time.
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Through the study of psychodiagnostics, in!
which the writer-,has specialized, it is poss
to draw conclusions from a person's art effo:
some clues to the state of his personality.
elusions must be based on many kinds of evidence
of course, but some times such art will indicate
brain damage, psychosis, or at least anxiety .|

In Gilmore's case, there is no such evidence.
In picture after picture, we see remarkable co­
herent, organized, and disciplined work. In H
this writer's judgment, these are not the product
of a crazy or psychotic mind7

. .Gary Gilmore has an extreme
and a brilliant intellect. With [
\ication he has a remarkable grasp |
itqry and culture anc^has very broad
id cultural interests.

Salt Lake Tribune



Amgj^mwI-111! WdK'sfilf-feeling shaky. He also felt as if
the warden was acting particularly vindictive. Dennis wentl
to Sarri Smith’s boss, the head of the Board of Corrections, I
Ernie Wright, a bi^jnan who looked like he ought to be'wearing

a white Texas cowboy n^<t, and Dennis said, "Look, Sam Smithll
is treating me inconsistently," and.-listed his various woes.'
The head of the Board of Corrections looked back at Dennis
and said, "Well, frankly, Mr. Boaz., we don't trust you." u
Stared him blankly in the eye like he had just squashed a fly-
on the wa'li. Then, he added, "I don't care what the warden's
dbfng. He can continue doing it." Dennis .was beginning to I
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Since they weren't allowing him contact visits, was 
now reduced to talking to Gary through a telephone across a
hallway from the prison infirmary. For that matter, he was
sure the phone was tapped. And Gary was considerably less
friendly. He'd ask, "Did you say on Rivera's show that you
can’t work for my execution any more?" and when Dennis confessed
he had, Gary looked at him through the infirmary window, and
said, "I don't appreciate that." Dennis could hardly blame
him. He was feeling embarrassed over all that emotionality

himself. "Well, I'm sorry," he said, "I still feel I can
help you, you know." He was damned if he was going to say,
Go ahead and fire me, Gary.



Now, Gary started to query Dennis about expenses. He
had found out that $1,000 had come in, $500 from the London
Daily Express and $500 from a Swedish interview and he wanted
to know'why Dennis had told him it was $250, not $500. Dennis
tried to explain. "You said I should be your financial manager.
You said you were reckless about money, so I held back the
amount. I only told you it was $250 and I gave you $125.
Then you asked me to give that to Nicole, plus another hundred
and twenty five. That practically takes care of your half of
the Swedish interview."

Yes, but Gary wanted to know, what about the other $500
that came in from London."

"Gary," said Dennis, "everything I took, went to expenses.
There are a million things. The phone bill is probably going
to be $100. I haven't cheated you." But there was a bad air
between Gary and himself.

Back with the press outside the prison, Dennis had never
felt more like talking. "I'm a character in this thing I'm
writing," he said to them, "so I don't plan out everything I
do. I'm being acted upon by the real author of these events.
Whoever or whatever that is. I can tell you, I almost got
fired today! Whew! It was close. Still, I talked Gary out
of it. He knows how to go with the flow."



"Today, what do you think of the suicide today?" he was

asked.
"Gary and Nicole tried to do it in their sleep, and not

be particularly noticed," Dennis said. "It was non-violent.
Really mellow. Like Romeo and Juliet, they took^poison."
Dennis thought the tragic aspects of this relationship, if
properly emphasized, could raise Gary and Nicole into the
media's Romeo and Juliet. Then every card he wanted to play
would increase in value. He would get them connubial rights
yet. America's sweethearts. A wonderful grim irony. People
responded to grim irony when it surrounded tender sorrowful
circumstances.

"Don't you think," said Barry Farrell^ "that if Gilmore
isn't executed, he'll slip right back in with 424 other con-

h
demned men and women? A lot of them may be more tragic and
gripping in their stories than Gilmore."

"Gary is the only one," said Boaz, "who has the courage
to face the consequences of his act."

"Is.that," asked another reporter, "how Susskind is
going to do the film?"

"Susskind," said Dennis, 'has chosen a sensitive, digni­

fied screenwriter, named Stanley Greenberg, to write it.
Ask one of them."

Is Schiller in it?" asked Farrell.



/

"Schiller,” said Boaz, "sent a telegram to Gary. It
was his way of going around me. Now Gary feels I'm not telling
him about all the offers. I have to say, however, that Schil­

ler is getting input to Gary and that makes me wonder where
all the bad vibrations are coming from."

"So far as we can see it, Dennis," said another reporter,
"you are fighting for Gary's right to be executed, and at the
same time you are trying to save his life. Square that up,
will you."

"Oh," said Dennis, "the Declaration of Independence
guarantees the right to life, but only if you haven't been
brutalized by the system. I think they ought to declare an
amnesty for all prisoners on death row, and start over. How
do you like that one?"

"Realistically, Dennis, come on."
"Gary would love it," said Boaz, "if he could be with

Nicole. Get him into a place where they could be together,
right?"

"Name a prison in America with connubial rights."
"Since their story has become international," said Dennis,

"transfer them to Mexico. The real obstacle is to convince
Gary to live. He's depressed right now, but if I keep going
on Geraldo Rivera and Tom Snyder and get people thinking in

this new way, they can start demanding that Gary live. Legis­
lators will have to listen."



"Will Gilmore listen?"
"Wait a second," said Dennis, "we're trying to establish

something. If Gary has to wait six months, but knows that
eventually he's going to be with Nicole, he'll do it. My im­
pression is that we're winning people's hearts with this case.
When you inspire people and get into their emotions, you've
got them. Definitely, definitely. It's heavy. A thorough­
going trip. We will have a revolutionary government by 1985."

"Are you predicting that within six months Gary will be
living peacefully with Nicole in minimum security?"

"Or medium security," said Dennis. "Within a year at
the outside. There will be a place for them. With the profit
from the story, he'll be able to pay his own way, too. That
will please the taxpayers."

"Will he pay for his own guards?"
"It's not as far-fetched as you think," said Dennis.

"My proposition would seem preposterous, if it were not for
the coincidence of today's news. Patty Hearst's father has
bought her a private prison on Nob Hill. Think of it. Give
Gary a little space, and he can do his art and write."

"You're tooting, Dennis," said Barry Farrell.
"You watch."
"I'll watch," said Farrell.

What do you think of Schiller?" fee now asked. It was
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a bad question for Dennis to answer, nothing to gain by the
reply, but he didn’t like to disappoint Farrell. He was
impressed with him. Very Scotch in appearance for a man with
an Irish name. Tall, good-looking man. Tall enough so Dennis
could talk to him at a familial level. Wore tweeds. Nearest 
thing to a British gentleman among the press corps, thought
Dennis. Pepper and salt goatee, and those old Life creden-
tials.Dennis vaguely remembered reading Barry Farrell's
column in Life on alternate weeks with Joan Didion. Life must
have been trying to bring some literary class to the people.
That's what the real problem was always about, thought Dennis.

He iJ¥!tart»e u

said, "Schiller is a scavenger, a carrion bird, a snake."

Susskind had just gotten a phone call from Stanley Green­
berg telling him that he had decided to leave Salt Lake City.
He was feeling a little discouraged.

"It's getting to be a terrible mess," said Stanley.

Then Boaz called. "Listen," he said to David Susskind,
"I'm being wooed by a lot of people. I think I was too easy
with you. I can do much better monetarily with somebody else.
Do you wish to revise your bid?" Susskind said, "No, I don't
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I wouldn't feel too badly. It's not what we hoped it would
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Still they didn't really want to let go of it, not yet.

concluded by a*w=of£sm.'* *JThey concluded by agreeing that Stanley would try
to keep himself available in case the right arrangements could
still be made.



IX NEGOTIATIONS

Next day, Gary brought it up again. "Are you ready,
Vern, to take Boaz' place?" he asked.

"I don't know, Gary," said Vern, "am I supposed to feel
ready?"

"I’m going," Gary said, "to turn everything over."
He nodded. "I just want a few thousand dollars to pay off
a couple of people, and help a few I want to help."

"I don't know yet," said Vern, "who to make a deal with.
A lot of people are ringing my phone these days. Did you
know Paul Anka is interested."

"The singer?" asked Gary.
"Paul Anka, that's who."

"Vern, it's your decision I'm going to abide with."
"Well, if you think I can handle it," said Vern, "I'll

go ahead."

"Being a businessman in town," said Gary, "you know the way."
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"This," said Vern, "is a different type of business."
"Hell," said Gary, "I've seen you operate in your own

store. You can do it better than Boaz."

In the afternoon, Vern got a call from Dennis. "I just
came from the prison," the lawyer said, "and did you know

Gary is talking of firing me?"
"Well, why did he do that?" asked Vern. "You mean he

came right out and said that?"
"Between us," asked Dennis, "do you think you can take

my place?"
Vern said softly, "Well, I think I can do as well as

you have."

After ’tejEP’hung up, he spent a couple of hours in thought.
Then he called a few friends in Provo to ask their advice about
a lawyer. That evening around ten, he called one fellow they
recommended at his home. He was named Bob Moody. Vern could
practically hear Moody think about the proposition before he
answered, "I would be happy to take the case. I'll help you
all I can. Do you want to get together tonight, or tomorrow
morning, or Monday?"

"Monday's good enough," said Vern.

He felt as if he were moving an immense weight from one
place to another. Nothing was ever going to be the same again.
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Nicole's cigarettes were becoming a problem. Because
it was Intensive Care, they had a lot of oxygen tanks around,
and wouldn't let her strike a match in her room. She kept
complaining, "I want a cigarette. I'm going to have it."
They couldn't do much with her. "You had one a few hours
ago," they would tell her. "Well, I want another," she would
tell them back.

Finally, they put her in a wheelchair and let Kathryne
wheel her out to the utility room where, among the laundry
sinks and the old dirty cloth mop soaking in the bowl, Kathryne
could sit with her while she smoked. Then they would relax
into something easy for a while, and once Nicole even said
to her, "Maybe I'm glad I'm here. I don't know." Nicole
never said it exactly, but Kathryne decided she hadn't really
wanted to die, just had to prove to Gary she loved him enough
to try. Nicole, she thought, would come near to saying that,
then shrug. Finally, she did say right out lou^, "I thought
it was wrong to take my life, and if God also thought it was
wrong, then I'd stay alive. But if it wasn't a sin, I would
die." Kathryne felt close to her then.

Next, a jumbled-up mess began. Kathryne was trying to



get a little rest at home when Rikki called and said they
needed her at the hospital right away to sign papers for a
transfer on Sissy. They wanted to put her in a mental hos­
pital. Once again, Kathryne's poor mother had to drive her
over in the stinkin1 Lincoln.

There were quite a few people in the Administrator's
Office, and they offered Kathryne a paper to sign that would
send Nicole to Utah State Hospital. Kathryne wanted to argue,
but this administrator said, "It isn't going to make any dif­
ference. There are already two physicians' signatures that
she's incompetent and suicidal, and Nicole has already signed
it." Kathryne didn't know what to do. She didn't think Nicole
was ready to come home. Come home to where? But on the other
hand, she was afraid that once they put Nicole in the nuthouse,
she would never get out. Kathryne was just afraid of state
hospitals. Anyway, they soon brought over a paper, and Kath­
ryne wrote her name under Nicole's. She was shaking.

The moment Nicole put her signature on the page, she knew
it was an awful mistake. "Why didn't I just get up out of
this motherfucker?" she asked herself. "Why don't I just
stumble on out." All the way to the ambulance she kept telling

herself, "The reason you didnFt, girl, is because you got no­
thing but hospital pajamas and a blanket." They had wrapped



her good and she couldn't move her arms or legs particular­
ly. Kind of a bug all trussed up. As they drove, she
couldn't see much out the window of the ambulance, but there
was something about the whine of the gears as the vehicle
went up the long grade that she could feel was the end of
the trip. The heavy sound of the motor told her she was on
the long approach road to Utah State Hospital. Oh God, the
same nuthouse they had Gary in.

She was familiar enough with that. Same feeling, same
place. Even the same ward. It was shaped like a U, with
the boys in one wing, the girls in the other, and the
social room connecting them. The halls were long and narrow,
with bedrooms and cells, and bright linoleum on the floor,
and goddamned asshole paintings all over the place. Made
it look like a school for six year olds and eight year olds,
stupid stuff like COMMUNITY IS US! all painted in pastel
water colors that had gone dead and caked. There were orange
couches and yellow walls and kind of plastic cafeteria
chairs and tables. It depressed the hell out of her the mo-
ment she -was it—like she was condemned to live in a drug­
store forever. Everybody looked tranquilized, all tranked-

out, not heavy, more like everybody had a little piece washed
out, like it would take you 150 years to die. Everything

looked so goddamned cheerful and phony.



John Woods had had an upset stomach the night before,
y

coughed up some blood, felt gastritis and thought Jesus,
now I'm getting an ulcer. He was feeling real sick that
morning and decided to stay home from the hospital, but then
a frantic call came in from the ward. They said, "Nicole
Barrett's on the way.here."

Wood:'said, "Like hell she is."

First thing at the hospital, he went over the Superin­
tendent's office and the first thing Kiger said to him was,
"I sent her to your unit. That's where I want her."

Woods said, "Nicole oughtn't to be in maximum security.

The difficulty was that Woods' unit was the only one
strong enough to protect Nicole from the press. As Kiger
said to him, "This is going to be sticky newswise." Time,



Newsweek and every wire service and major newspaper was going
to try just about every trick to interview Nicole Barrett,
and that meant heavy pressure, and politicians getting into
the squeeze. Nicole was going to be a security problem, pure
and simple. It irritated the hell out of Woods how much this
was going to interfere with the therapy of everyone else on
the ward. IfciiB j u
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Instead of each patient interacting with every other
patient, instead of the tensions of the group being the anvil
on which all their personalities got forged into slightly more
socially acceptable shape, the emphasis would be on surroun­
ding Nicole, neutralizing her, insulating her and thus cutting
off the day to day influence of Gary, so that he could not
brainwash her with the idea--oh, that beautiful guru!—that
their souls were scheduled to meet on the other side. Woods
would have to issue orders that nobody was to mention Gilmore's
name. Not ever. If he- was going to keep Nicole alive, he
had to interrupt that relationship. Of course, he knew enough
about Nicole already to recognize that if nobody would let
her think about Gary, she was nonetheless going to think about
Gary all the time. Woods couldn't stop that. He just didn't
want Gilmore able to influence her thinking.

Yet, all the while it killed him. It just wasn't Woods'



idea of therapy. Ideally, there was a life in the ward that
changed people's natures just enought**  for them to be able to

work in the ward, and maybe as a result, be able to get along
a little better in the world outside. Now, they'd be junking
half of that program in order to keep a 24 hour watch on Nicole.
It was political pressure, pure and simple.
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Nicole wanted to go to sleep like she never had before,
but immediately a boss-looking chick, probably a patient,
but domineering and awful sure of herself in a rotten limited
way, was starting to tell her how to do things. "Unpack your
gear here." Then, "No lying on beds in the daytime." "Take
a shower!" "Take your jewelry off!" They started to pull

off her jewelry and she began to fight. That was when Nicole
realized that everything she did from here on out was going
to be a fight, and everything she did in here was going to



lose. It came down on her like a disease. Everytime they
told her something, she would feel like fighting, but it
would be a losing battle all the way. She could feel herself
slowing down with fatigue and the weight of the overdose of
S
^econal still in her, and the bodies all around her, all these
patients—"I'm going to be suffocated by these fucking sheep,"
she said to herself. Yes, this was the place Gary had des­
cribed. Everybody ratted on everybody.

She tried to go to sleep, and they wouldn't let her.
She lay on the floor and they woke her and she went right
back to the floor and went to sleep again.
vMf ILL' iiuxs.—she-k imgzrhrrr^---------------- -------------------------

g=ia=run=>
tlMsfc/''They kept trying to get her up and wouldn't let
her sleep on the couches, but she couldn't walk or anything.
She felt three times as weak as in the other hospital. All
she was interested in was being alone, and thinking about Gary.

3.

0 '/'■
y Schiller went^to the airport. His girlfriend, Stephanie,
was coming in. Since she had once been his secretary, he knew



she would not be surprised when he greeted her with the
announcement that they were immediately going on a drive
down to Pleasant Grove near Orem, a good 40 miles from the
airport, to visit with Kathryne Baker.

Schiller expected there'd be press outside any house
where Nicole's mother might live, but, in fact, the place
was hard to find
Dilif fi i Art fi M j wnci

were found on old country roads, paved cow pastures and
dry river beds so that^across 900 North, and 100 East inter­
sects with 60 West. It was not, therefore, the kind of
spot that a reporter, fighting with a five o'clock deadline,
was going to lose a half a day looking for.

Schiller, however, had the time, and he had a long talk



She was certainly concerned. At the moment, she had, so
far as he could see, a deal with National Enquirer that was
supposed to pay her daughter $2,000, but Kathryne didn't know
the rights of it, especially if Nicole was going to sell her
life story to Mr. Schiller, as he proposed. Larry went right
in. "Mrs. Baker," he said, "whether I do anything with you
or not, I'm going to give you a little advice. I've been
down this road before and I would send the following telegram
to the National Enquirer." He laid it out, told her not to
back out of the agreement but get what was supposed to be es­
tablished. "Did your daughter sell world rights to Jeff
Newman?" he asked, and when Kathryne said she thought the
answer was no, that it was just the United States, he said,
"All right, send the Enquirer a telegram telling them they
have just limited one-time rights to the'United States,"

p K-
:• and he had Ste^anie sit down and help him write the tele­
gram. Then he said, "It's up to yoii to decide whether you
want to send it or not. I'm not telling you to do it, I'm
just writing it for you. I will also say your daughter was 



not taken advantage of. She had an exchange with the National
Enquirer, promised to deliver a story for a certain price.
I'm not saying it’s a fair price. I think it's pretty cheap.
I think her story was worth $25,000 to the National Enquirer,
not $2,000, but she sold an interview."

That was the introduction. From there, he went on to lay
down a rap like the one he gave to Vern. "Whether I get the
rights to your daughter's life or not, this, I think, is what
you should do." And he set out to give her confidence in his
understanding of the situation and his analysis of the prob­
lems facing her. He told her she should change her phone
and get the kids away with a relative for a few days. That
way, the press wouldn't be on them all the'time. He said,
"You want to avoid having the children feel this is an in­
delible experience of horror." All the while, he could sense
that what was impressing her most is that he did not sit
there with a pencil and paper interviewing her, asking ques­
tions and writing her answers down, but instead was saying:
Mrs. Baker, go get a lawyer. Kathryne said, "I don't have
one." "Who do you work for?" asked Schiller. When she told
him it was Ideal Furniture, Schiller said, "Call your boss
and ask who his lawyer is." He could see that surprised her
agreeably. He said he wanted her to obtain a representative
to take care of her rights. He knew she was not used to



hearing talk like that.

Schiller had learned from the deal he had made for the
book called "Sunshine," with a young woman dying of leukemia,
that if you wanted to get into big deals with movies and books,
play with producers and publishers, you had to lay the right
foundation, which is to say draw up the right contracts from
day one. Otherwise, you could end in a tree, swinging from
limb to limb. With "Sunshine," he had failed to get a sep­
arate contract from the dying woman's husband. Therefore Uni­
versal had to spend u TB~U UT money later to buy the rights
from the man. That had been an item to haunt Schiller. So,
he laid it out now for Mrs. Baker. "Get yourself a lawyer,"
he told her. "Get it before we even talk money."

On the drive away from the house, he had his first big
fight with Stephanie. Her father/was in the garment business.

Way Schiller saw it, Stephanie's father had always been as
deep in business as a sheep is thick in wool, but Stephanie
was her dad's delight, Stephanie was his beautiful daughter,
and he had done his best to protect her. Stephanie Wolf was

one princess who hated to see business operating. She might 
have worked for Larry as a secretary, and she might have been 



finally the girl for whom Schiller was ready to break up a
marriage that had gone on for sixteen years, but Stephanie
was telling him now that he'd acted like a manipulator with
Kathryne Baker and she wanted nothing to do with it. Finally,
Stephanie said, "How dare you take advantage of that woman by
talking business in the middle of all her grief. Her daughter
was just committed yesterday." Larry tried to lay it out for
her. "You don't mind," he said, "going to AB.c's cocktail
parties, but ABC couldn't care less whether they're going to
have Larry Schiller at their party next week. I'm only as
good as what I can do for ABC. Damn it," he said, "if you're
interested in me, you've got to accept me as who I am. You've
got to love the part you love, and if there's a part you don't
like, you've still got to learn to deal with it. I am not
living in a way where you can bawl the shit out of me because
of what I say in a living room the very minute I walk out of
that room." They really had a big fight.

Schiller could see their readiness to marry one another
was going to be put to every strain during this Gilmore bus­
iness. A part of his brain was beginning to work already on
the possibility of sending Stephanie to Europe to take care
of some foreign rights. If she stayed around, he could lose
the Gilmore story. The aggravations between him and her



over this one meeting had been close to apoplectic.

That night, unable to sleep, he got up at two in the
morning and dictated a contract for the Gilmore rights to a
legal service in Salt Lake City. His words were recorded
on a tape, and early in the morning some girl would type it
up. He didn't like the idea of having to depend on someone
he didn't know hearing the terms of the contract. There was
so much attention to Gilmore in Salt Lake right now that the
girl who typed it might easily leak the story to a newspaper.
In fact, Schiller was nervous in general about these legal
services. If he was working for a paper, he could certainly
try to have a pipe line into such places. Then, if an inter­
esting contract came down the wire, you were situated to get
a story out of it.

On the other hand, he had to have something ready to show
Vern and Mrs. Baker's separate lawyers. 't ■ ->

rfieepa he dictated a ranch contract, pretending he was a buyer
of sheep and cattle from California. In essence, however, it
was the first draft of the Gilmore contract. So many lambs
and so many cows were to be sold in return for conveying full
rights to said stock. The humor of it appealed to him at



two in the morning. The place was even called PIP Printing.

Tomorrow, he would pick up the typing and be able to
submit the contracts. He would just have to change the name
of a couple of sheep and cows into specific people. There
were a lot of good businessmen in the world and a lot of
good journalists in the act, thought Schiller, but maybe he
was one of the few who could do both.

4.
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could also feel the press coming nearer. His name was on the
radio a couple of times, and the nature of his phone calls
was changing. He decided he needed to lay a little ground­
work with the media, JR aed:

he JR got in contact with Ed Guthman of the Los Angeles
Times whom he had worked with. Into the phone, he said, "Ed,
I need an outlet to take the heat off. I'll give you 2000
words for your front page and an exclusive interview with
Gilmore sometime before the present execution date, if you

will now give me one of your top criminal reporters as a sound­
ing board." Guthman had a good man, a Mormon in fact, named

Bill Johnson who was available for a day, and Schiller and John­



son batted problems back and forth. If, for instance, you
could get only one interview with Gilmore, what were the ques­
tions to ask? Johnson would give his ideas, then Schiller.
They would criticize each other's 'approach, or feed positively
off each other. What was important to the world, they would
try to decide. What was interesting to themselves?

In addition, Schiller needed a story in the next week or
so about himself. Not a large story, but a quiet one, calcu­
lated to come out on a Monday, since that paper was often the
dead one. He wanted to reduce the importance of his presence
on the scene, so there would not be a sudden focus of attention
on everybody commenting on the carrion bird. Instead, Johnson
would write a piece about the press that had come into Salt
Lake from all over the world, and Schiller would not be men­
tioned until the fourth or fifth paragraph. That would give
the media a first impression that he was not that big an
item.

Since being put in such a modest perspective would not
benefit his standing with Vern Damico, Kathryne Baker, Gary
Gilmore or the new lawyers, Schiller took pains in the fol­
lowing week to tell them that the story would soon be coming
out, and he had wanted it the way it would be. He gave a
quick lecture on the virtue of a low profile for the present
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and went on to tell each of them that there would be times
when he was handling the press when he might make mistakes,
but, he said, "I have seen the heat come down, and I will try
to keep the heat off you lawyers and relatives. I will do my
best to protect your credibility. We will set it up like a
team operation, but I will take the shots." Over and over
he would say, "There may be things I do that will make you
unhappy, and we may have our disagreements, but I am still
friends with all the people I have worked with. Look," he
would say, "pick up the phone and call Shelly Dunn in Denver,

<< i>Colorado. He was the lawyer on Sunshine. Here is Shelly
Dunn's number. Call him and he will tell you how he and I are
still friends now. He'll tell you, we have been in good and
bad together, but, generally, in the end result, I was right
about the press, not right about everything, but often right."
Then Schiller would give them Paul Caruso's number, say he
was the lawyer on the Susan Atkins case. "We had a lot of
trouble with that," Schiller said, "many disagreements, but
feel free to call him."

In fact, Schiller did not have a clear or certain
idea what these lawyers might say about him, but, then, it
had been his experience that very few people actually made



such phone calls.

5.

When Vern met the lawyer, Bob Moody, on Monday morning,
he thought he was a quiet, self-confident, very intelligent
man. Moody was well-built, and half-bald, and even his eye­
glasses looked competent. His way of talking was very pro­
nounced. He was carefully spoken. Vern noticed that when
Bob Moody said something, he knew what he was saying, arid '
didn't have to repeat it. He assumed you understood what he
said. He could even come back on you and say, "Well, I
already told you that." Vern saw him as in the .category of
the upper class of people. Would belong to the country club
and have an expensive home in the foothills of Provo. "Mort­
gage Heights," Vern called it.

To Moody, Vern Damico seemed a concerned relative, sin­
cerely looking for good advice and the best deal he could shape
up. He kept saying that he wanted Gary's wishes to be carried
out. He wanted some kind of dignity retained for him if
possible.

Moody talked to him about the difficulty of trying to

represent Gary's criminal interests on the one hand, and his 



literary estate on the other. Bob Moody said he didn't think
it would work to negotiate contracts for books or films or
plays, while also advising Gary on his legal situation. There
were too many natural conflicts. Suppose Gary wished to
change his mind at some point and appeal, why then the rights
for his life story would be considerably less. There was a
potential conflict of interest right there. You just didn't
want a situation where a lawyer might have to ask himself
whether he could be working assiduously for his client's death,
because deep down he knew it was more profitable that way.
Vern nodded. They agreed a second lawyer was necessary.

Bob now mentioned a fellow named Ron Stanger. He was a
local lawyer, Bob told Vern, with whom he had worked many times
in the past. Worked with him and against him. He felt he
could recommend Ron.

In fact, Moody had already called Stanger over the week­
end and told him there was a good possibility he would be
called in on this case. "How," Bob Moody had kidded Ron
Stanger,'’"would you like to take over from Dennis Boaz.

They had both agreed it would be fascinating. Lots of public
appeal and great legal questions. In fact, a fellow like
Gilmore, capable of putting the State of Utah through as

many hoops as he had, ought to be an interesting person to 



meet. That was about the level at which they were joking.

Of course, each of them also wondered aloud whether this
was going to be another crusade where you don't get paid and
your family suffers. Moody had said goodbye to Stanger with
the mutual understanding that they would yet ‘have to take a
lot of things into consideration, and one of them was that
they didn't really believe in capital punishment. Of course,
they weren't assuming things would go that far. They saw it
more as a matter of representing Gilmore. In fact, as they
talked, they decided Gilmore was probably bluffing.
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Now, during a break in the meeting with Vern, Bob Moody
picked up the phone and said, "Ron, come over and meet Vern
and see what he thinks of you." It was his way of telling
Stanger he had the job.

In his turn, Vern was struck with the differences between
the two lawyers. Ron was a real peppy fellow. In fact, his
physical appearance threw Vern a little bit. Stanger looked
like a fresh kid out of law school, eager to go. Vern wondered,
"Can a man this young do what Gary wants him to do?" He de­
cided he'd hire him because of Bob Moody's recommendation, but
he couldn't keep from saying to Stanger, "I guess you're kind



of young."
"Not really," said Stanger, pointing to Moody, "this

bald-headed guy and I are practically the same age." Vern
didn’t know if he liked him or not. Moody was all tact and
understanding. Stanger's eyes were gleaming, like his hooves
were flashing in the air. He had a look like, "Let's get
it on." Maybe that was good for a lawyer. Vern was having
to make a lot of decisions about people before he knew if he
could trust them. That was not what he would call comfortable.
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Moody and Stanger came over to the prison a



later. Gary wanted to look them over, and they liked a little
assurance that he still didn't have other counsel. So, they
met on opposite sides of the glass and spoke by telephone.
It was a cold meeting. "Do you want us to represent you?"

Gary saidyc"Let me talk to my uncle."
A long conversation went on between Gilmore and Vern.

Moody heard words like, "I feel confident," coming from Vern,
but Gilmore seemed a little sguirrelly. He certainly wasn't
talking freely to them. He was on that hunger strike they had
read about in the newspapers, and he looked gaunt and his
color was poor. He kept talking about the headache he had.
He certainly didn't look brutal under these circumstances.

When Gary brought- up capital punishment, Moody got ready
to tell him that he didn't believe in it, and was debating
whether this was a wise move. While he was mulling it over,
Ron said through the other phone that he personally was
opposed to it.

Gary said, "Will you carry out my directions, however?"
"Yes," said Ron, "I'll represent you."
It was aa simple as that. Bob explained to Gary that

lawyers were accustomed to working against the grain of their
own beliefs. --—
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It was still not easy to get going with Gilmore. When
they would ask him if he wanted them to take a given action,
Gilmore would reply, "I won't know until I see it in writing.

"Should we give Vern the power of attorney to act for

you?" Moody asked.
"I'll talk with Vern about that," Gilmore replied.
He was suspicious of mankind in general, and lawyers in

particular. "Nothing personal against you guys," Gilmore
said, "I just don't like lawyers.

Still Moody could feel that Gilmore wanted an advocate
Vern would feel comfortable with. Moody couldn't help feeling
that he qualified in that regard. He also felt relieved when
Gilmore finally said something decent about Boaz.

"Have you fired him yet? Is his relationship with you
officially severed?" Moody asked Gilmore again.

Gary replied, "At the time Dennis came to me, he was the
only man that really wanted to help,' so I owe him something,
but it's over. This afternoon, I'm going to fire him."
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of his girl, Nicole, waiting for him in the corridors of thi
cc irthouse as he was being led, shackled, down the hallrfrqi

his trial. Sn^had put her arms around him and gave him a I
passionate embrace there in front of everyone, a shocker in
all the marble chilly nowhere wa^Gilmore, looking so

he

The moment Gary was on his side of the glass, Dennis
started talking. He said, "I spoke to Vern, and he indicated
you want to fire me."

"Uh, right," said Gilmore

"I think that's a good idea," Dennis said.
It blew Gary out of the saddle. Right through the glass

window, Dennis could see him shifting his feet like he had 

been set to go in one direction, and now he was looking for
new footing.



"I didn't appreciate you talking on TV about me asking
you for Seconal," said Gary. "I also didn't appreciate you
calling the warden ignorant. You've made things more diffi­

cult for me."
"Well, I will probably serve, you better now," said

Dennis. "Now I can say a few things that may save your life."
He told Gary for the first time about his plan to find a

prison where Gary could have connubial rights with Nicole.
Gary looked‘wounded.

"Why didn't you tell me before," he asked.
"I couldn’t," said Dennis.. "You didn't trust me."
Gilmore said, "It doesn't matter. It's too late anyway."
Dennis thought to himself, it is too late. He tried to

kill her, and Nicole knows that now, and she will never have
the same kind of interest in him again. He is lost. He has
really lost everything. It felt like a perfect short story
to Dennis, maybe even a short novel. "They wouldn't give
Nicole the yellow rose at the hospital?" asked Gilmore.

"They wouldn't allow her to see them," said Dennis.
"It's terrible, Gary, there's a complete cut-off of communi­
cation. "

Gilmore just looked down and depressed.

"Dennis," said Gary, "you're entitled to something. How 

much do you want? Take anything from a dollar to ten thousand
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dollars, Dennis, because you deserve it."
Dennis said, "I told you. All I want is to write about

it." To himself, he was thinking that he might have to call
his character Harry Kilmore, not Gary Gilmore. .
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He could feel how impressed Gilmore was that he wasn't
even interested in the money.

"We have a little difference of opinion, perhaps," said
Gilmore. "But, I’ll tell you, Dennis, I'm going to invite you
to my execution."

"Dennis was pissed. Suddenly, he was getting damned mad
at the way he had been let out of all this, and he was looking
for something that would get to Gary. "I don't want to see
your execution," he said. This would bother the man. He
would want friends there. But Gilmore only nodded and they
said goodbye on this note, each of them kind of muttering,
"All right, see you, take care." Dennis couldn't help it.
At the last, he said, "Look, if you want me there. I'll be

»•
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After he left the prison, however, he was just beginniniJ
to get mad all over again. He called up Barry Farrell, and
said, "I want to take back what I told you about Schiller
being a snake. He's a grade above. Call him an eel. My
middle name is Lee, which is eel spelled backwards, so I under­
stand eels. Schiller has ascended from snake to eel."
Farrell was laughing on the other end. "You guys will prob­
ably work out some kind of deal," he said. "Who knows," said
Dennis, "I'm not even thinking about that anymore. I'll tell
you what really.gets me."

"What, Dennis?"
"It's amazing yow your life can turn into something new

so fast."

Farrell called Schiller to get his version. "I had
nothing to do with it," said Larry Schiller. "I know why he
was fired, but tUis news comes as a shock to me.

"It looks like you're going to get the story," said Barry.
"Nothing is settled," said Schiller in a gloomy voice."

"There are a lot of obstacles ahead."

"But you still have enthusiasm for the story?"

"Between us," said Schiller, "I have a big problem. Where 



are the sympathetic characters?"
"You have a love story," said Barry.
"I'm not so sure," Schiller told him, "I haven't met

Nicole. I don't have your question 100% answered."

Farrell went out into the cold November sun. In the val­
ley across the desert, the smoke from Geneva Steel in Orem was
pouring out a storm of poison so fierce that Farrell's eyes,
while long adapted to Los Angeles smog, were still smarting.
He felt like one of the carrion birds. In town with all the
others to see whether Gary Gilmore would die. Driving up and
down the Interstate, going from one newly built town to another
heading south down a smoke filled valley, only to turn north
again. Farewell,Dennis. Barry Farrell couldn't decide whether
he had liked him or considered him an absolute outrage to the
sort of exquisitely civilized behavior Gilmore had been
demanding.
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They figured to be in the same area. Having scouted out the
legal scene in Provo, he knew the law offices were clustered
around the courthouse, and so Schiller didn't even bother to
look up Moody's address. He was bound to be around the corner
from Christensen. When he walked into the entrance for the
first appointment, however, he had a surprise. Moody's office
was closer than that. The sign read: "Christensen, Moody and
Taylor." They were in the same fucking firm. Schiller loved
it. He was beaming.

This office was just a floor in a small building, and
it had a small-town look. It was like walking into a clean,
stodgy, upright home. Even the wall panelling and the
yellow-orange carpet and small dark brown leather chairs, all
fit. It was halfway between a small motel lobby and a church
vestibule. That was perfect. Because of the possibility of
conflict of interest when you had two partners in the same
firm representing separate clients in the same case, these
lawyers would take pains that they didn't have to drop out. ' 1
Sinte he had already proposed to Vern that Gary get $50,000
and Kathryne Baker that Nicole get $25,000, it meant that he
had won the gamble. There was no way these two lawyers were
going to fight each other and lose the kind of fees they
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could collect in this case.

Phil Christensen turned out to be a distinguished senior 
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party with white hair, but before five minutes were gone,
Schiller felt as if he had begun to reach Christensen with his OUJfJ 

4ake it $26\000 to Nicole Barrett, but I/want Mrs. Baker

of—the—tb-d-nas-he—sa.id—w-as.

Christensen looked atX'him and said, "Gu

:h money I'm offering Nicole Barrett, so I'll ask'you

rson and guardian of the estate! How'd you

has to be approved by z/the cdtirt
ahead unless Christensen got a ■'legally appointed guardia:

ho pay your retainer out of that." I-J? was Schiller's way
<?f establishing that Christensen would be the lawyer for h

It doesn't matter," said Snhiller, "I'

said, "All

not for Schiller, and.'-so Mrs. Baker would be free to le
ii ; /" JIc|o any time she wanted.t^Tha't really impressed Christensen^

Then, Schiller said, "Of/course, it's understood that all fft

uld be an appropriate legal fee." Christensen told h./hat
dollars might be proper, and Schi

ha experience in these areas and I don't want a con-

=s=d®H=fct=warFt=th e—teg^lF^expewse:

shousan

knowledge of law.



questions, but I can tell you, that although'. I'm an old man

several installments. Schiller also stipulated that he would 

limiiwbbilx du I iA when Kathryne Baker came into the meeting,
Christensen even said to her, "While waiting we've begun to 
discuss the arrangements. We haven't settled all the financial 
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April for medical bills, and Schiller agreed to pay that in 

want the. rights to the grandmother, Mrs. Strong, for which he
would pay a nominal fee of $500. So-it went, comfortable,
and professional. When it was time for Schiller's appointment
with Bob Moody across the hall, Christensen came into the
meeting. Ron Stanger also came over, and Schiller began to
lay it out. He found himself talking a good bit of his time
to Stanger who was nervous, full of patter and quick enough
on his feet to be the host on a television talk show. And
Schiller started pulling out the contracts from his attache
case and showing comparable situations. He did not feel it
was necessary to tell them that he had also been on the phone
with ABC telling them $40,000 wasn't enough. It had to be up
to 50. All the while, he knew the final figure was going to 
be a lot more, but he had calculated that for now he only

needed 50, maybe $60,000 cash. Nicole was in a mental home,



t and therefore, he could probably structure her contract to pay
ten now, ten when she was ready to be interviewed, and five
when the film was produced. Even if he was offering $75,000,
therefore, at present he only needed working capital of
sixty. Once ABC's 50 was in hand, he could always find another

«

that Paul

ten.

During the meeting, Schiller happened to hear that Paul
Anka was telephoning Vern, and so Larry made his own calls •Si

Then one of the executives from the agency called Schiller to
say they would inform Paul Anka they could not represent him
on this deal inasmuch as Schiller had announced his intentions
first. That was a big decision for William Morris, and
Schiller appreciated it. Paul Anka represented a lot of
money to them.

That night, Ste^’JLie and he were lying in bed at the
Travelodge motel when the phone ran;]. The voice at the
other end didn't say hello, just began singing, "I'll do it
my way." After a few bars, Schiller said to Step/vie, "You

won't believe this." Then he and Paul Anka began to talk.

They had; never met; but Schiller had once photographed

him, and Anka was polite enough to recall that rnwey hirj.
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Then Anka told him he was tremendously interested
in the project. He had read the Newsweek article and
know how much Schiller was in, but Anka felt this was a story
he could really relate to. He had never produced a film, but
he had $75,000 of his own money and was willing to write a 
check right now.

Schiller made a point of being polite to Anka. He had
already called a couple of people whose opinion he respected
and they thought it would be a mistake to go in with Paul
Anka. You couldn't entrust a property this large to>a man
with no experience as a producer. Anka would hardly be con­
tent with a role on the sidelines as a financial backer. In
this situation, therefore, Paul could not be considered a
heavyweight. Still, Schiller told himself, Vern Damico didn't
know that. One Italian getting along with another Italian.
He might be very happy with the singer. So Schiller was
real nice to Anka and talked around the subject.

Next day, to get things advanced a little further, Larry
said to Vern, "Look, I said releases are not contingent on
my signing the contract, and I promise that they aren't.
Still, let's avoid future hang-ups. Here's a few. Will you
go over and get Brenda to sign and her husband Johiy. I also
want you to sign, and Ida. Give Brenda $250 and Johnny $500



and tell them I'm not going to ask for an exclusive contract
where they can't speak to anyone else, just a simple release."
Vern was agreeable, got in his truck, and went around picking
up signatures. The total would add to another $4,000.

Then Vern repeated that Gary would not agree to a con- ■
tract until he met the man he would sign with. Schiller
agreed. Right. That's the way it should be. Vern said,
"But, no way are you going to be able to meet Gary."

"It looks like we got to think," said Schiller.
"That's what it looks like," said Vern.

"Look," Schiller said, "tell me about the daily routine
at the prison. I've been told before that I could not get
into places and I got in. Tell me every fucking thing,"
Larry said. "Draw me a map. Tell me what they do at the
place. Do they search you? Does the time of day change
things? Do they allow you to go any time of day or night.
What type of guaruds are there at these different hours?"
Schiller was thinking: Gary must have help on the inside.
He hadn't been a prisoner in this place for long, but, on

the other hand, he had such status. Total recognition factor
among the other convicts. "Vern," said Schiller, "let Gary 



tell us how I should get in. He'll know when the moment comes.

2.

Susskind got a call from Moody and Stanger who told him
that Mr. Boaz had been dismissed. These new lawyers seemed
straight and very sound to Susskind, very small townish in a
good sense. Virtuous men, Susskind decided.

The thing had been handled very badly indeed, they told
him. They didn't think they could get any cooperation from
Boaz so they would like to learn first-hand of Susskind's
offer. Susskind wasn't about to raise his bid, but he did
get into discussions about money that might be realized, and
pointed out how potentially they could gross $150,000. His
offer of $50,000 in effect, could be tripled if the film did
well. Susskind felt interested again. These people were
sound and serious. The question was whether momentum could
be gotten together once more.

The November 29th issue of Newsweek which appeared on
Tuesday morning, November 23, had Gary Gilmore on the cover.
DEATH WISH was printed in large letters across his chest.

Moody felt it gave a big push to the bidding. One felt the 



presence of powerful events. . . .

A couple of quick conversations followed with Susskind.
After a while, it began to offend Moody. Susskind wanted to
know if Bob had ever heard of Louis Nizer, and he then men­
tioned a couple of other hotshot lawyers like Edward Bennett
Williams and hell, the next thing Moody knew, a voice was on
the phone.

"Mr. Moody, this is Louis Nizer. My friend, David Suss­
kind asked me to call to let you know that he's exactly who
he says he is, and I think you'll enjoy dealing with him. I
know. I've dealt with him."

Bob replied, "It's nice to talk with you, Mr. Nizer, but,
in fact, you hardly need sell me Mr. SusskinJ. We've seen his

work and I'm aware he's a very talented, able person." That
was about the extent of the conversation. It wasn't going
to cut the mustard with Bob Moody. He didn't enjoy being
treated as a hick.
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In £he middle of these calls, Schiller invited Ron and
Phil and Bob to a rented suite at the Hotel Utah. They had a
quiet party, no drinks, but lots of whipped-cream-and-pastry
Mormon-type desserts, and they met Stephanie and were most
impressed with her. She was so beautiful. She was slim and
had finely chiseled features and a look of being absolutely
sensitive to what she felt, but the resistance of stone to
what she did not care to feel. "Lord, Almighty," said Stanger
afterward, "that girl's as .fetching as Nefertiti." He began
to kid Larry. "What's a beautiful girl like Stephanie doing
in the company of a fat guy with a beard," and added, "Say,
Schiller, any guy who has a girl like that can't be all bad."
They had to be impressed. A real dog and pony show, thought
Stanger.

At the party, Moody mentioned that Susskind's offer was
continent on the cditn'T approving Nicole's contract, plus
delivering all the releases. Schiller saw his opportunity and
said,-"Hey, I'm the one who's willing to take the gamble. If
the court never approves Nicole's contract, all right, I'll
just live with Gary's. On the other hand, if for any reason 



do that."

we can't get Gary's, I'll live with Nicole's. Susskind won't 

Then Universal Pictures appeared on the scene. The same
attorneys who were representing Melvin Dumar in the Howard
Hughes will contestation, came down to Provo and chatted.in
Bob's office for a couple of hours. They even had a tax attor­
ney along, who had been in law school with Bob. He offered
his considerable expertise in working out powerfully advanta­
geous contracts for Gilmore and Vern. Moody was tempted.
Along with everything else, these fellows were good Mormons.
It looked good. But at the end of the day, they said, "We're
embarrassed to tell you this, but the contract is only effec­
tive if the execution is carried out." That was hardly a
viable proposal.

When Moody and Stanger told Gary, he just laughed from
hie side of the window, and said through the phone, "You guys
don't think that's a good contract, huh?" Then he snorted,
"Goddamit," he said, "the execution is going to take place."
Moody replied, "Well, Gary, maybe that's beyond your control."
At this point, Gary got mad at the system and blew up and
started saying, "Those sons of bitches, those sons of bitches."

Larry Schiller was on the phone ■tellingiStanley Greenberg
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he had tied up Damico, and Nicole's mother, and he could get
Boaz to work with him if Stanley wanted it that way. He had
the package together. Only element missing was the writer
Schiller wanted. Stanley Greenberg.

Then David Susskind called Stanley, and said, Schill^er
certainly doesn't have it tied up. However, Dennis, according
to Sasskind, had left a mess. There were new Mormon lawyers
in his place. Stanley got this picture of 14 fire engines
racing around Salt Lake and Provo under the visage of stern­
faced Mormons. It looked like everybody was trying to make a
buck off poor Gary Gilmore. Very distasteful. Stanley wasn't
about to get into a competition for picking the bones. He
wanted to do something about the effect of capital punishment
on the public at large, rather than take part in a scenario on
ambulance chasing.

When Schiller called back, Stanley said no. It was

nothing against Mr. Schiller personally, but no, he had reached
the point in a life's career where he wouldn't take a job with
a producer he didn't know. He wouldn't. Stanley thought it 
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was just too damned dangerous.

3.

By Wednesday, Larry was preparing to go back with Stepha­
nie for the Thanksgiving weekend. He hadn't seen his kids
for a while and was going to take them to La Costa i^^Sn

Diego. Thanksgiving might give a respite from a consider­
able load of problems. Since his marriage of 16 years was
over, this would be the first Thanksgiving he had spent with
his children that Judy was not there, the first such Thanks­
giving in the kids1 lives. While Stephanie got along great

with Larry's mother, and the kids were now in the process,
he felt, of getting to like Stephanie and even adore her—
taking into account their loyalty to their mother—still this
would be a Thanksgiving with ghosts. To chase the ghosts were
nothing but his goddamned problems.

The first was that it certainly looked like he was going
to come up short on the money. If he had to go back to ABC
for more, they were bound to ask for a piece of the book rights.

That was one thing he did not want to give up. He would figure
out a way. When the time came, he could probably sell
letters to Nicole, for the samples he had seen in Tamara
Smith's story looked good, but for that he would need a cover.



So, he called Scott Meredith in New York to talk to him about
being the agent for such a transaction. He certainly couldn't
be caught out front trying to sell those letters.

To his horror, Meredith said to him on the phone, "Larry,
are you sure you're going to get the rights? Susskind was
just in here today telling me that he had them."

"No deal has been signed yet," said Schiller, "not by
me, not by Susskind. Scott, I'm going to tell you something.
You have to decide whether you're going to believe Susskind
or me.. I am telling you nobody has signed." "Well," Meredith
said, "whose money are you using?" "I'm representing ABC,"
said Schiller, "but I own the magazine rights and the book
rights." Meredith sounded unhappy. "Susskind was just in
here telling me he represents ABC."

"What?" Schiller said.
"Yes," Meredith said, "he assures me he represents ABC."

Schiller picked up the phone and called Lou Rudolph in
L.A. "What are you doing," he asked, "playing Susskind and
I against the middle? It's not fair. You're giving him a
hundred and fifty grand to buy it, and me only seventy-five."
"Larry," said Rudolph, "I swear to you he's not working for

ABC." There was a pause and Rudolph said, "Hold it. I'll
call New York." The word came back very fast. Susskind did 
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in fact, have a deal with the New York office. Oh boy. The
New York office never told the L.A. office. The L.A. office
never told the New York office.

Schiller was not feeling good about it at all. Susskind
had just done Eleanor and Franklin. Nobody could be looking
prettier at ABC at that moment.

He said to Lou Rudolph, "When did Susskind make the deal?
What's the date? I want the date. Whoever made the deal with
you first is the one who's got ABC's backing."

Soon enough they had to tell him about the dates. Suss­
kind had not made contact with any studio guns until the ,9th
of November, the day after the Gilmore story first appeared
on the front pages of the New York Times. Schiller had put
his first contact into the studio on the 4th.

"Since I applied first," said Schiller, "I want the
backing." The studio refused to give it. There were phone
calls between New York, Los Angeles and Provo. Finally, a
decision came down. ABC would withdraw its backing equally.
Neither Susskind nor Schiller could now say it was an ABC
project. On the other hand, whichever one of them brought the
Gilmore contracts in first, would still get the money.

Schiller was close to having apoplexy. ABC was doing nothing

but protect itself. They simply didn't want to let it get out 
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in the press that they were such consummate fuck-ups.

Now Susskind was calling him again. Schiller stood in
the phone booth of Walgreen's drugstore on the main inter­
section of Provo and listened to Susskind offering a partnership.

"What are we fighting each other for? Why are we getting
this price up?" Susskind said. "Let's become partners.
You're in the field. I'm out here in New York." Schiller
listened to the words as if they were in lights. "I'm going,"
he said, "to be opening a production company in LA. Let's use
this project to see how our relationship goes. Afterwards
you'll make films for us. Maybe we'll be partners together."
"I would love to make films with you," said Schiller, "but I
think that's a separate issue, David. I think you should dis­
cuss this with William Morris."

Schiller was so tempted he could feel his nostrils ting­
ling. It was like the expectation of sex when you were young
and just a little frightened at the enormity of the offer.
But it would mean that Susskind would do the TV show. Schiller
would land the project but it would never be his. Schiller
stalled.

After he hung up, it all came clear to him. If Susskind 



wanted to join forces, it meant that Susskind could not get
the rights without him. That meant it was his. He could have
it if he was ready to take on the worries. He thought he was.
He wanted the rights to Gary Gilmore like he had never wanted
anything in the economic and creative sphere before. Didn't
know why. Just knew.

That meant he would be worrying about money every minute
now.

So he went to La Costa in San Diego with his worries,
with these square-edged economic concerns banging around like
bricks in his head and wasn't there a day before, on Friday,
the 26th, in the evening, he got a phone call from Moody who
said, "We think we can get you in to see Gary tomorrow after­
noon. If there's ever going to be a chance, now's the time."

Geebs, you wouldn’t believe the volume of mail I'm getting.
30 to 40 letters a day. A lot of young chicks, fifteen, six­
teen, but of course I always was a handsome little devil. And
you wouldn't believe how many Christians and religious fanatics
there are in this world. I received so many bibles I could
open a church—need a bible? One man wrote and said, if he
could trade places .with me he'd do it. I think I'll write

him back and say, "Brother, they will be there to pick you up



bright and early Monday morning." 
hard time finding his ass."

I'll bet they'd have a

Hey, I'm allowed to invite five witnesses to my execu­
tion, Would like to'invite you so I can tell you goodbye in
person. Let me know ■ . .

Gibbs thought: That has got to be a first. I have been
invited to Weddings, Birthdays, and Graduations, but I never
heard of being invited to an execution.

In his return letter, he wrote: "If you want me there,
I'll be there."

4.

Before Schiller came back to Utah on that Saturday of
Thanksgiving weekend. Moody and Stanger had been down at the
prison preparing the way with some of the officers and guards.
They explained that they were dealing in a few technical mat­
ters that were out of their own ballfield. Tax planning had
to be done on what were going to be Gary's considerable
earnings from his life story. Moreover, this planning needed
to be incorporated into a will, and the contract would have to
take all these complicated factors into account. So they were
bringing in a man from California to discuss it with Gary.



"He's going in as your consultant?" Moody and Stanger were

asked. "Yes," they said, "our consultant. It's okay." They
were telling the truth, but they were sure couching it care­

fully.

Schiller flew to Salt Lake directly from the Orange County
Airport and drove out to the prison in the early afternoon.
He was full of adrenalin. He had visited other murderers in
prison, so the word did not arouse any great anxiety in him,
but, nonetheless, he was scared of blowing it, not terrified,
but certainly not wanting to come up inadequate. The thought
of coming up inadequate always inspired fear in Schiller.

When he got to the prison, Moody and Stanger were not
waiting outside as he had expected. They were already with
Gary. So when the guard asked who he was, Schiller had to
come up with his side of the same story. Then the guard went
into another room, picked up a phone and was on it for more
than ten minutes before he came out to let Larry in. Schiller
had heard that the lawyers were no longer visiting Gilmore in
the infirmary, but to his astonishment, he soon discovered
that Gary was practically at the gate. Schiller did no more
than pass through two sets of sliding barred doors not ten
feet apart, and there on the other side, not 20 feet down the
hallway, in a locked room on the right, was the prisoner



looking out the small window. Across the hall on the other
side, in a room with an open door, was Vern and Moody and
Stanger. They were all grinning at him. On his end, behind
the window, Gilmore was grinning, too. They had brought it

off.

Vern introduced them, and Larry sat down in the chair
Vern had been using, and let the door stay open. No one had
told him the door had to be closed. Schiller wasn't about
to break-the rules, but nothing wrong with stretching them.
So,- he sat in the doorway looking across the ten foot width
of the hall to the room where Gary stood behind a door with
a small window in it, and Schiller sat with his overcoat on
and talked to Gilmore on the telephone. Their eyes soon met
and locked, and Schiller recognized immediately that this man
loved to stare into your eyes. You had to give all your con­
centration to him. You had to talk as if he were the only
force that existed in all the world.

Schiller didn't mind eye staring contests. He avoided
them where he could, but if he had to get into one, he always
felt a subtle advantage because he had vision only in one eye
The other person would stare into a flatness of expression in
one eye and be receiving little signals from the other.

He locked in. Across the width of the hall, through the 



windowpane, he entered the staring match. .'.I r • ' ■ ■
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Gilmore had positioned himself behind the small window in
such a way that he could always keep his face in the same rela­
tion to the other person. If, for instance, Schiller leaned
a bit to the left, Gilmore, .in his turn, also leaned on his
side to the left, thereby keeping the windowframe in the same
relation to both of them. It was as if he were looking through
a pair of sights. Being further away from the glass, Schiller
began to have the feeling that he was in the prison looking
out,, while Gilmore was outside and free and peering in.

Anyway, Schiller started his rap. He said, in a formal
tone, "You obviously know the reason I'm here," indicating by
a slight shift of his eye that for all they both knew, the
phones were tapped. So, he would speak in shorthand. "Bob
and Vern have no doubt told you I am here to consult," said
Shiller with a little smile, getting all the benefit out of
the word ’consult^.’’ "We're both here to broach matters con­

cerning your estate and assets and things like that, you know,"
and now they each gave a little smile. About that time, a
guard came and sat on a bench in the hallway not far away and
Gary said, "No need.to worry about him," just as the guard
picked up a magazine and started reading. "He," said Gilmore,
"is one of the two. guys who are with me all the time whether



I'm in my cell or outside. They watch me. Still, they're
pretty good guys." He said it like the leader of a team who
knew the other players were not without pride to be associated
with him. Schiller was surprised to see how well he looked.
It was more than a -week since had Tast/fc But ne

t
didn't look depressed, rather he appeared younger than Shiller
expected and energetic. Bwwrm woaring.’it-whi'i fu
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Out of what he had been hearing from Vern and Moody and
Stanger and Boaz, Larry had expected a man who was replete with
intelligence and wit. Instead, here was this fellow who if
dressed in a business suit would have looked like an encyclo­
pedia salesman. There was something not exactly crude, but
sandpapery about him, just a bit cornball. He wouldn't be
comfortable eating in a restaurant with a tablecloth.

Schiller began to pursue his own life story, told Gil­
more who he was, expatiated on Sunshine and Lenny Bruce and
Marilyn Monroe, didn’t dwell on Jack Ruby and Susan Atkins,
didn't mention Madame Nhu. He figured Gilmore might not have 



heard of her. Shiller figured he had 15 or 20 minutes to get
the message across and probably there wouldn't be any more, so
he talked in a fast, hard rap, selling his qualifications,
never taking his eyes off Gilmore, and not a question was
asked that first fifteen minutes, until finally Schiller had
to say, "If you want to interrupt me, please do," and Gilmore
said, "No, no, I'm listening." Then Schiller branched off 
into the speech he had given to Kathryne Baker and Vern, ex­
cept he employed what he thought might be an appropriate prison 

he would say, "I had a line run
watched Gilmore to make sure he

Where's this guy with the highall the while he was wondering
wasn't misusing a word, and

vernacular. Re didn't change the style too much, but used the
word "shit" a lot, and "fuckup" and "con me*;,.  and occasionally

on me." All the while, he

I.Q., so intelligent and an artist? Schiller, now a half an
hour into the conversation, had gone completely through the
first fifteen prepared minutes and was moving on improvisation
when Gilmore finally took his first real cut at the ball and
said, "Who's going to play me in the movie?"

Half an hour in, "Who's going to play me in the movie?"
To Schiller, it meant: Your wits against mine. "You see,"
Gary drawled at him, "there's an actor I,like. I can't remem­
ber his name,' but he was in this movie called 'Bring Me the
Head of Alfredo Garcia' and then he did another flick with



Sam Peckinpah." "I think," said Schiller, "It's Warren Oates

you're talking about."
"Well," said Gilmore, "I really like that guy., I want

him to play me." He nodded, still looking right at Schiller
and said, "I want, as part of our agreement, that this actor
play me in the movie."

Schiller took a little time to reconnoiter. "Gary," he
said, "I don't know you. You've been listening to me, but I
haven't heard much about you. I don't know yet if there's a
story here, let alone a movie. To get to the screenplay be­
fore we talk about anything else is premature."

"I think," said Gilmore, "that I would like Warren Oates
to play me, and I would want that as part of the agreement."

"I could," said Schiller, talking into the phone and
looking across the short width of the hall, "never make that
a part of the agreement. I can't tie the property up, I
can't get us involved in a condition that could put us in a
straight jacket. Warren Oates might not be available. I
might not want Warren Oates. There might be more suitable
actors aromd. Or we might have to make an arrangement where
a given block of money could only be obtained if we were to

take another actor. You are getting into my part of the busi­
ness now. I have to say 'no' to the idea that Warren Oates
is a condition of our agreement!"



Gilifiore looked at him with a smile. Larry, I hate

Warren Oates," he said. "I would never want to be him."

Schiller felt relief come in like the touch of an ice-pack

on his hot neck. "All right," he said, with a big grin. "Who 

would you really want?"
"Gary Cooper," said Gary Gilmore. "Did you know I was

named after him?"

That cracked the freeze. Gilmore started talking about
himself now.

"When you were a kid," asked Schiller, "what did you i
really want to be?"

"Oh, I wanted to be a gangster," Gilmore said, "one of
the members of the mob." He started talking about how he'd
been a little hood as a kid, lifting things here, breaking in
there. He and a friend had been in a wild car chase. It took
the cops half an hour to catch them. He was proud of it. His
face lit up as he spoke. He was like a fellow telling you •
about attractive chicks he'd scored on, or a star remembering
the best of his plays in the course of a career.

Now, they must have been about 45 minutes in and Schiller
said, "I've told you about myself, and you-’ve told me a little
about yourself, and I guess we'll have a chance to talk again

and make a decision as to whether I can be of service to you."



Gilmore said, "Why, you have a place to go?"
"No," said Schiller, "but they're not going to let me sit

here forever."
"Why not," asked Gilmore, "yoit can stay all night talking

if you want."
"Really?"
"Oh, yeah, Vern and I talk eight hours long if we want."
Now, Schiller could feel how much Gilmore was in control

of the situation. From time to time, he would turn to the "A
guard down the hall and say, Where's my pills? or, Get me my
coffee, and he'd do it in a tone that had a kind of quiet
executive intensity to it, no pleading, no question that he
was going to get what he wanted, just the order passed to the
side. Bring me my coffee, like bring me the head of Alfredo

Garcia.

When a little more time went by, however, and the coffee
had still not arrived, Gilmore abruptly started screaming,
"WHERE'S THE COFFEE?" Schiller had been able to see a little
irritation building, but this came without much warning.
When Gilmore shouted, it was ugly, a shrill and screeching

sound, that showed so far as Schiller could see, his absolute

insensitivity to any bad impression he might make on Vern or

the lawyers. It was like being with a woman in her living
room who suddenly starts shrieking at her kids. What inter­



ested Schiller most, however, is that the moment he stopped
yelling, he looked back at Schiller to see his reaction, still­

sizing him up.

Vern had mentioned in his first meeting with Larry that
Gilmore was still a kid out of the fifties. So, Schiller men­
tioned names like Jack Paar and Elvis Presley, and Gary came
back with Fats Domino and Hank Williams, and then they brought
the coffee and the pills. Some hospital attendant in a white
uniform brought them in, and Gary really cussed the guy out.
"You've been keeping me waiting an hour and fifteen minutes,"
he said. "Don't you know that when I ask for medicine, I am
supposed to have it. It's a rule. You people make the rules,
and then you don't fulfill them." He was so rude, in fact,
that Schiller was afraid for a moment that they would take
Gary back to his cell and beat the shit out of him. It was
amazing how far Gilmore was willing to push it.

They’d given him his coffee in a paper cup, and he began
to rave that he was not supposed to eat on paper. Supposed
to have proper utensils. Then, he said to Schiller, "These

expect me to live by the rules, serve my time by the

rules, go to bed by the rules, get executed by the rules, but

they break them whenever they want, they bend them all over
place." Then he went on for a ten minute tirade, and suddenly



Schiller knew who Gilmore reminded him of. It was Muhammed
Ali going off on a rant, that same hard, implacable, inhuman
voice that Muhammed could turn on and off. Once Schiller had
been in Muhammed Ali's room in the Hilton Hotel in Manilla and
he had had to sit there for an hour and listen to Muhammed
Ali preach, and it came back to him. Gilmore had the same
tone. So Schiller said to him, "You really did kill those
two guys, didn't you?" "Of course, I did," said Gilmore,
looking almost a little hurt, "you know that." And then
Schiller -said, "You killed them," as if to say there was a dif
ference between killing somebody in a rage, and being a cold­
blooded killer who only had to throw a little switch in
himself. Gilmore was in the second category. He could kill
you because you gave him coffee in a paper cup.

That took a lot of warmth out of the conversation. Gil­
more turned cold. In fact, he looked icy. His pale skin
became very pale, and Schiller knew he had touched something.
It was time to back off. Larry said, "Vern, you want to
talk, anything you want to say?" And Vern got on the phone
for a couple of minutes. When Schiller figured it was cool
again, he returned and said, "Look, Gary, it's dinner time.
Do you want me to come back afterward?" And Gilmore said,
"Yeah, oh yeah. We'll sit here all night and talk." That
minute with Vern had gotten him over his chill. Schiller 



went out to eat thinking, boy, what I’ll be able to do with
this guy. He's a great subject for an interview.

Once Larry had gotten into the prison, Moody and Stanger
were feeling itchy for fear they were going to be professions
ally embarrassed, and they weren't above a little prodding to
get him out, but they couldn't. Gary wouldn't permit it.
Moody could see Gilmore's eyes light up, and it sure seemed
like they were having a good dialogue. Since he was hearing
only Schiller's end of it, Moody had no real idea what Gary
was saying.

After awhile, it got to be a sguirrelly situation. First,
it became boring, then they were also upset. There was this
small, but constant, fear that they could get in trouble.
Schiller had thought the conversation was going to be ten
minutes, and it wound up going for close to two hours. It
was as if once you got Gilmore talking, you couldn't stop
him. He simply didn't want to go back to his cell. More
than that, they were a little worried that Gary might be

spilling his guts and giving Schiller all the story he wanted
and needed without having a contract or anything. Gary had
certainly lit up.

-a n y
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After they left, and were in the restaurant, Schiller
kept asking if this is the way Gary acted all the time.
Everybody started telling him, "Man, he's never talked to any­
body the way he talked to you." Schiller didn't know if they
were saying that to stroke him, or whatever, but Vern said
quietly, "I think he really likes you. I know Gary." So,
Schiller's confidence was building during dinner. When they
went back afterward, he started talking to Gary about every­
thing at once. The conversation hadn't gone more than ten or
fifteen minutes when there was an interruption on the phone,
and a long conversation between Moody and somebody on the

other end. The warden or the assistant warden was now talking
to the guard. Schiller was terminated.

Gary was very upset and terribly annoyed. Kept asking,
"Who said that? Who gave the order? He's on my lawyer's 



team. He's allowed to be here." He was shouting a little bit,
and Schiller said, "Don't worry about it, Gary, we'll have
plenty of time." Then Moody got up and said, "Here, Gary, is
a contract we've discussed." They held up this long piece of
paper and started reading the contract with the money figures
and everything on the telephone, and then he asked Gary if
everything was all right, and Gary said, "Yes, have the thing
typed up tomorrow, and I'll look it over again and sign it."
Schiller could actually hear him say that.

Once Moody, Stanger, and Schiller had left, Gary said to
Vern, "You know, I think that man knows what he's talking about.
In your opinion, is he the right fellow?" Vern said, "Well, I
don't know just exactly yet, but I think he is."

"What about Susskind?" asked Gary, and answered himself.
"If he wants to talk, make him get on an airplane and come. He's
probably got one," Gary said, and he nodded and added, "I feel
like Mr. Schiller is the one. I like his way of doing business."

That Saturday night and Sunday morning, Schiller worked

with Moody and Stanger doing the contracts, making the changes,

bringing in the goddamned secretaries, working the fucking com­

puter typewriters. The lawyers took off the morning from church
and there was a lot of kidding about that. By the morning
of the 28th,



contracts were drawn, and Schiller, back in his motel, began

to wait for the signing.
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First, Moody and Stanger got a little rest, and then on

Sunday afternoon they went up to the prison. Talking on the 

telephone across the hall, they went through the terms of the 



contract. Gary didn't want many changes and only objected to
two points. One was that he refused to give anybody his power-
of-attorney. "I'm going to participate in all decisions," he
said. "That's fine," said Moody, and they didn't discuss any
more than that.

It was when they came to the matter of having access to
his letters that he became very angry. He scratched out the
clause with his pen and wrote on the contract that nobody was
to have access to the letters until he had spoken to Nicole
about it. Only after such a conversation, would he give his
consent. The attorneys tried to argue with him. "You don't
have anything to say about it," Moody told him, "they're
Nicole's letters now."

"Well, goddamnit," said Gary, "they are not going to be
read until I give my consent."

All the while, Schiller was waiting in his room. All he
knew was that Moody and Stanger had gone out to the prison in
the late afternoon. He sat in his motel until three A.M.
Monday morning, waiting for them to call. He even phoned the
prison to discover they were not there. So, he called Moody's
home and woke him up. They'd been back for hours. Home since

8:30 in the evening. It just hadn't occurred to them that he
might be waiting. All the while he'd been going through 



scenarios in his head. He saw them arguing with Gary for hour
after hour. Nobody could have told the world how mad Schiller
was at that point, and how relieved.

.coffee, a j\rge jar of Tang, and a carton of Gibbs' brand of
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The next letter Gibbs received had an index filing card
in it:

On it, Gary had drawn up an invitation.



BANG! BANG!
A real live Shoot'em up!
Mrs. Bessie Gilmore of Milvzaukie, Ore cordially invites

you to the execution of her son: Gary Mark Gilmore 36
Place: Utah State■Prison. Draper, Utah
Time: Sunrise
EARPLUGS AND BULLETS WILL BE FURNISHED

With the card, came a letter.
I'm -going to be giving away a lot of money shortly. Would

like to give you about (2000) two thousand. Please don't say
no. Accept it in the manner I give it to you, as a friend.
I might as well give some of my money to you, cause if I don't.
I'll just give it to someone else.



XI THE PARDON

Deseret News

- Gilmore Says, "Kill Me You Cowards"
Point of the Mountain, Utah, Nov. 28--Con-

demned killer Gary Gilmore has renewed his
demand for execution, this time in a letter to
the Utah Board of Pardons Members.

In a terse letter laced in places with
obscenities, Gilmore said, "Let's do it, you
cowards ..."

Gilmore asked for immediate execution before
a firing squad, "I do not seek or desire your
clemency," he wrote, underscoring "not" three
times.

Earl Dorius was into an awfully tricky matter about -
forced feeding and so had been under pressure all week. The
prison wanted to know whether they should force Gilmore to
eat. It certainly wasn't the easiest matter, legally speaking
to find a way for the prison to carry out its desire. Forced
feeding was, as a general rule, considered similar to forced
medication and since a U.S. Supreme Court decision in 1973

came down against any type of forced medication for treatment, 



force, in general, had been replaced by the consent of the
prisoner.

There were, however, three recognized exceptions. Earl
once wrote a long .and carefully researched letter to Warden
Smith to tell him that a prison could use force if a patient
was dangerous to himself or others, or when there was a com­
pelling state interest, or, third exception, should he be
mentally incapable of offering intelligent consent. The last
would not apply to Gilmore, but, Earl wrote, "It could be ar-r
gued that a self-imposed medical emergency has been created by
Gilmore which threatens his life and justifies a reasonable
physical intrusion." There were also compelling state interests.
Utah's judicial processes had to be properly carried out.
Prisons had an overriding interest in preserving order in
their institutions. So they could not be a part of any sui­
cide attempt. "It would be a serious abuse of discretion to
allow an inmate to starve to death." On those grounds, in a
situation that he felt was loaded with arguments ;on both sides,
potentially a most tricky and knotty debate, Earl concluded
that the prison physician had "the legal authority to order the
force-feeding of Mr. Gilmore.

He contacted the press and some of the local news stations
to tell them he was issuing the opinion about three in the 



afternoon. He fully expected it would be the big Gilmore story 
of the day and frankly, he was looking forward to it. He had
put in a lot of time on that letter. It had involved consid­
erable research, and he felt he had attached good reasoning
to that research, but then, darn it, Holbrook from the Salt
Lake Tribune called that same afternoon to give an hour's
notice: --,f- —ni ^.11“ "ftnrt. .

tjao- Tr-i-h was. going to try for a temporary restraining order 
against the warden's decision to allow no interviews with Gil­
more .

Ri&tes granted the temporary restraining order. It meant that
the Tribune would be able to send a reporter out to interview
Gary that, evening.

2.

Schiller was down at the prison when the reporter came



in. It came as a surprise to him. Schiller had entered
earlier with a tape recorder under his coat. Once he got that
heavy overcoat .wrapped around him, he could practically hide
a sub-machine gun inside, and this was just a small Sony.
He had the wire he connected to the telephone earpiece run­
ning up from the breast pocket of his coat along the inside
of his sleeve. When he started talking to Gary, he just
slipped it out of his cuff, and over the earpiece. Nobody
saw a thing.

He began by talking to Gary about the cover story in
Newsweek. He figured he could learn a lot about Gilmore's
interest in publicity by that route. So he mentioned a part
of the Newsweek story that quoted several lines of poetry
Gary had written and Schiller remarked that he thought they
were pretty good. Gary laughed and said, "It's not mine.
That's a poem by Shelley called 'The Sensitive Plant.’ I'm
in enough trouble without Shelley getting up out of the grave
to sue me for plagiarism. Dammit, Schiller, that's real stu-
idity on the part of Newsweek. Anyone who recognizes the
poem is going to think ‘I was pretending to write it myself."

Later, Schiller thought he must have had some instinct he
wasjnot going to be able to talk to Gary much longer this day,
because he did bring up a touchy subject even though it was 



his principle to save difficult matters for the last of an
interview on the obvious caution that there was no use cutting
off an interview by an impertinent question until you had
covered as much'material as possible. Now, however—maybe
because it irked him, and Schiller's temper was always, he
knew, the last thing he could control—he found himself saying
"Why did you put that stipulation in the contract that I can't
have the letters you've written to Nicole. She's in the hos­
pital. You know I can't reach her."

"Schiller," said Gary, "that goddamned Dr. Woods is
keeping me from calling her. He won't even let me write a
letter. I've gone on a hunger strike to dramatize the fact

I

that I'm being kept away from the one person in the world who
I truly care about, and I put that clause into our contract,
because I can see you're a go-getter, and you are going to get
Woods, in one way or another, to let me communicate with
Nicole. I don't care if you bribe him, but you tell that
man I want to talk to Nicole, and I'm going to talk to Nicole,
and until I do, you get no letters, okay? I'm putting the
hook into you."

Just then the guards came in with the news. Gu's Sorensen

of the Salt Lake Tribune was right outside the prison gate
Tke 0

with ^Tudge order. The prison had to let him in to
Gilmore. A rocket went off in Schiller's head, but he never 



blinked. "All right," he said to Moody and Stanger. "Let
Gary talk. Let him talk to the world. Our stance is that we
are not here to watch a man die. We are here to understand
him." He was thinking, before long, everybody will know that
I've gotten the rights so I can use this as a necessary step
to help our public posture. He walked down the hall to meet
Sorensen right inside the sliding barred gate, and introduced
himself, and first thing he said was, "Mr. Sorensen, I can
tell Gilmore not to talk to you, but that's not my interest."
No, it certainly wasn't. SchilW1: was not interested in
alienating the Salt Lake Tribune.

Still, he wanted to avoid certain hazards. Obviously,
the time had come to open Gary Gilmore up to the world press.
If he kept trying to hold him exclusive, the press was going
to fall on him like a wall. On the other hand, how could he
know what Gilmore would give away. If W’TTecided to commit
suicide, some casual interview could end up being Gary Gil­
more's last words. Still, the chance had to be taken.
Schiller was going to need the Tribune on his side, and
Sorensen was considered the leading crime reporter in the
State of Utah. He would be enormously useful for all kinds
of background on the prison. Moreover, a pipeline into the
biggest local paper was like having an electric amplifier
on a guitar. You just carried a lot further. It was just a 



matter of getting the right ground rules laid out in advance.

So he asked Sorensen to call his managing editor. He
could even hear'Sorensen on the phone saying, "This guy out
here bought Gilmore's rights. He's not letting me talk un­
less he's there." All the while, Schiller was thinking, I
may not have covered all the bases. That morning Schiller
had delivered an ABC check for $52,000 to Vern. If Gary felt
like double-crossing him, there would not be much Schiller
could do at this point. He was gambling that Gilmore was not
some illogical nihilist who would throw over a situation for
the sheer pleasure of throwing it over. In the meantime, he
could hear Sorensen saying, "Well, I don't know. I've heard
good things and bad about Schiller." Obviously, a neutral
conversation. Schiller got on the phone to Sorensen's edi­
tor and said, "Look, I'm not interested in stopping the press
or in bad public relations. I have no objection to Mr.
Sorensen speaking to Gary. I just want, since we hold the
rights, to make sure that your copyright to Mr. Sorensen's
interview reverts back to us." That meant the editor had
call the .lawyer for the paper, and then call back. While
that was going on, which Schiller knew would take a good
twenty minutes, he spoke to Gary, and said, "Look, this can
work out to our advantage. When you talk to Sorensen, I'll
just sit there. Speak about every day problems, but don't 



get into the murder. Talk about the prison the way it is here
now, day to day, talk about your hunger strike. Anywhere
along the line, if there is something I don't like, if I think
you're giving away something that's of great value to you,
I'll rub my chin. -So long as I don't, it's perfectly okay to
answer the question. Mainly, Gary, don't give too much about
your personal life. That's what the world is interested in."

Now, they sat with Sorensen on the phone, and Schiller
next to him. The only trouble was that Schiller couldn't
hear what Gilmore was saying. After Sorensen asked a few
questions, however, Schiller realized it was going to be no
worry. Sorensen was a classic newspaper reporter. He wasn't
looking for insight, or revealing passage of dialogue about
Gary's inner life. He just wanted a few paragraphs^the

headline writer back in the newsroom could clap a few in­
triguing words on. Besides, Schiller had the feeling he
could trust Gary. The fellow was looking for his cues.

Sorensen did the interview in a half-hour, and then he
and Schiller went out together through the two barred gates
between the administration foyer and the prison itself. Out
in the small cramped dirty lobby, now packed with reporters,
the glass in the cases that housed the leather pocket-books
and wallets and belts hand-tooled for sale by the convicts, 



looked like they might shatter under the pressure of those
bodies. There in those dingy walls, under the fluorescent
lights, it seemed as if every fucking journalist in Salt Lake
City was crammed into the damned place. They might have all
been screaming at once. Sorensen, they knew, and Sorensen
had just interviewed Gilmore. It might as well have been
sexual. These journalists had one immense, collective hard
on. "Who are you, who are you? some of them kept asking
Schiller, and Gus Sorensen—Schiller could bless him—didn't
say a word, which was certainly payment of loyalty right on
the spot. Schiller, however, knew he was in trouble. There
had to be people in the crowd who knew him. He could feel-the
whispers circulating, and finally, one reporter said.', "Come
on, Larry, you bought Gilmore's story, didn't you?" Schiller
was trying to figure the angles. If he kept denying it, he
would certainly be nailed. Journalists were not bright, but
they had instincts when you got. them cocked like hunting dogs.

The anger of these reporters was going to come down on
him tomorrow if he denied everything today. They would look
up his credentials, find out who he was connected to, start to
call lawyers. In twenty-four hours, they would have the story.
It looked like a toe dance was called for.

Schiller went into the dance. Dumbo the elephant, high 



on his toes, he said to himself, and he side-stepped to the 
left and he side-stepped to the right. "What are you here
for?" they asked, and he said, "I'm a consultant for estate

affairs," and people who knew him among the journalists hooted.
One of them shouted out, "Come on, Larry, you bought Gilmore's
story, didn't you?"

He'd have to give some version of the truth, Schiller
decided. Something vague and dull, not eminently printable.
"Oh,” he said finally, "I've acquired the rights for a poten­

tial motion picture." He hoped that was far enough over the
horizon to hold them off and wouldn't link him with Boaz as
somebody who was getting exclusive stories from Gilmore. But
the moment he said it, the back of his head said, "You should
have told them 'No comment.'" The computer in his head was
ringing every alarm bell.

Deseret News
Carnival Atmosphere Surrounds Gilmore - Movie
Deal Weighed

. Nov. 29—In a circus-like atmosphere at
the Utah State Prison, Monday night, the
news media, lawyers, literary agents and
movie producers milled about discussing



interviews, and movie and story deals.

3.

Dorius was outraged when he saw Schiller on TV that night
There were shots of Schiller coming out of the prison, and
cameras moving in on him as he said he had acquired the rights
to the film.- Earl was so angry he called the place and gave 
one of the deputy wardens hell. "I've been working my fanny 
off," he said, "to keep the Tribune out. Here, you let a
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In their turn, Moody and Stanger were aghast at Larry's
statement

**He's more interested in getting his own story across." In

J-hA

their minds, they could virtually hear Sam Smith quizzing the
guards, going back over Moody and Stanger's remarks about
bringing Schiller in as an Estate Consultant. Those words
were going to look bad held up next to Hollywood Producer.

During the Board of Pardons Hearing, Schiller wondered
who the neat well-built little fellow with the trim mustache
might be? He was so nice and politely dressed that he looked
like a well-centered young prep school instructor, a respec­



table package tied with the right string. Who might he actually
be? The fellow kept glaring at him.

He was the kind of well-placed establishment fellow, a
lawyer no doubt, or a young Utah bureaucrat, who didn't glare
often but when he did, liquid fire, watch it, was coming out.
Schiller shrugged. He was used to people blasting him with
their personal heat. He sighed heavily. At times like that,
his fat felt comfortable to Schiller—one more layer of asbes­
tos against the flames.

Still the fellow disliked him so much, Schiller had to
ask a number of people who he was. It took several newsmen
before one could say, "That's Earl Dorius, 'Attorney-General's
Office." Later, Schiller saw him talking to Sam Smith, and
that was another sight. Sam Smith may have been ten inches
taller than Dorius.

Schiller was finding the prison more and more difficult
to understand. First they wanted no publicity and now the
prison was holding the Board of Pardons Hearing, right in one
of those rooms off the main hallway of the administra­
tion building, and the press had been invited. That was
like throwing a little meat to a lot of lions. There were

TV cameras, microphones, still cameramen, flash bulbs, lights
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on tripods, overhead lights on stands. It was the perfect
definition of a circus. It was the hottest room he had been
in for a long time.

Everybody was standing on their seats to get a better
look as they brought Gilmore through the door, trudging slowly
in his leg shackles, as if in time to a funeral march. It
was like a movie Schiller once saw about the Middle Ages.
They brought a fellow in a white smock out to be burned at
the stake. Here, Gilmore was wearing white pants and a long
white shirt, but the garments were, loose. He looked like a
saint.

Schiller was changing his mind about Gilmore's looks once
again. His looks, actually, were startling. It was as if
Gilmore could take off one mask, hang it on the wall, pick
up another. Today he diJ not look like a janitor, nor an

encyclopedia salesman, nor an ice-cold killer. He looked
pale, and the pits in his face showed, and the scars. He
was good looking, but frail, eaten away at. He didn't look
like Bob Mitchum now, nor Gary Cooper nor the Fonz when he
got a sardonic expression. Today he looked like Robert
Deniro. No question. The same deadness coming off. The



same strength in back of the deadness.
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by saying, "I am wondering. Your Board dispenses privilege,



and I have always thought that privileges were sought, desired,
earned and deserved, and I seek nothing from you, don’t desire
anything from you, haven't earned anything and I don't deserve
anything either."

Everybody in that crowded, steaming, incandescent room
was fixed on him. Even the whirring of the television cameras
was fixed on him, as if he drew all eyes, all lenses, all
sounds. Schiller was now twice impressed with Gilmore's pre­
sence as an actor. It was because he did not arise to this
occasion like a great ham actor might, but instead chose to
be oblivious to the occasion. He was merely there to express
his idea. Gilmore spoke in the absolute confidence of his
idea, spoke in the same quiet, firm tone of voice he might
have employed if talking to only one man. So it became the
kind of acting that was most impressive of all, the kind that
makes you forget you are in a theater.
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GILMORE: I had come to the conclusion that because
of Utah's Governor Rampton, I was here,- because
he bowed to whatever pressures were on him.

I had personally decided he was a moral coward
for doing it. I simply accepted the sentence that
was given to me. I have accepted sentences all my
life. I didn't know I had a choice in the matter.

■ When I did accept it, everybody jumped up and
wanted to argue with me. It seems that the people,
especially the people of Utah, they want the death
penalty but they don't want executions and when it
became a reality they might have to carry one out,
well, they started backing off on it.

Well, I took^them literal and serious when they
sentenced me to death just as if they had sentenced

- me to ten years or 30 days in the county jail or
something. I thought you were supposed to take
■them serious. I didn't know it was a joke.

Ms. Shirley Pedler of the ACLU wants to get
in on the act but they always want to get in on
the act, the ACLU. I don't think they have really
ever done anything effective in their lives. I
would like them all, including that group of
reverends and rabbis from Salt Lake City to just
butt out--this is my life and my death. It's by
courts that I die and I accept that.

As far as seeking anything from you, I didn't.
I think, I would like to reiterate, that I
probably don't deserve it, either. I would like
to reserve an opportunity to speak later. I may
want to rebut something somebody says but that's
about all I have to say right now.

CHAIRMAN: I do not believe the Governor sent it to
us because he was feeling the pressure. I think
the Governor sent it pursuant to the Constitution
of Utah which says a Governor cannot consider a
pardon. All he can do is to send it to the Board
of Pardons for.a regular hearing. That's why
we're here.

(■■Now, in spite of what you may think about us,
you can rest assured that we are not cowards,
and you can rest assured that we are going to



decide this case on the statutes of the State of
Utah and not on your desires.

6.

CHAIRMAN: Is Richard Giauque out there?
We are going ahead with people who have asked

to speak.
Richard, we have received from you a brief, and

by the way, I commend you for it, it's a nicely
written brief. I may disagree with some of your
concepts but anyway, it was nice in the way it

- was presented.

At this point, Schiller watched a slim, blond man with a
prominent nose, rather small chin and a look of considerable
elegance, s^nd up to make a few remarks. He carried himself

with the superiority of knowing he was probably more intelli­
gent than nearly anyone he talked to. Perhaps, for this
reason, he never looked once at Gilmore. Gilmore, in turn,
stared at him with considerable intensity. Schiller assumed
the man had to be a lawyer for the ACLU, and made a mental
note that he would interview him when the time cane. .
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in fact, he got ahold of the brief that the Chairman, Latimer,
had said was nicely written, and he took out a piece for 
future use:

Allowing a defendant to waive judicial review
... of a death sentence ... is tantamount
to committing suicide. The Talmtd, Aristotle,
Augustine, and Acjtjuinas all characterize sui­
cide as a grievous private and public wrong.
At common law, suicide was held as a felony,
and was attended by forfeiture of property and
burial on the highway ... A criminal defen­
dant such as Gilmore, who declines to pursue
legal proceedings which could save his life is,
in fact, choosing to commit su-i.cide, and the
overwhelming majority of psychiatric opinion
regards the impulse to suicide as a form of
mental illness.
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GIAQUE: Mr. Chairman, I would like to make a very
brief comment here that goes to the poiDfrof the
Board. We are asking that the Board continue the
present stay of execution, until such time as the
questions that we do not believe you can decide,
have been decided by a court.

You don't even have the trial transcript before
you. As I understand it, it has not even been
transcribed, and there are some serious questions
here about how the jury vzas selected.

I do think society has an interest in this
wholly apart from Mr. Gilmore's wishes. I do



' think-±hat there are some facts here that ought
to be looked into. One of them is whether or
not he has voluntarily waived his legal rights,
or whether or not he is asking the state merely
to become an accomplice ... It is not Mr. Gil­
more's desire that is paramount here and I would
merely ask, Mr. Chairman, . . . that the decision
to utilize the death sentence not be made by Mr.
Gilmore and not be made by this Board, but . . .
be resolved by the courts.

CHAIRMAN: Well, I am going to answer you . . .
We are not going to continue this case to wait
for somebody else to decide what the law may
and may not be . . . We are here to see that the
case does not continue forever, and back up
everybody, and the State of Utah, on the capital
punishment laws. From my personal standpoint,
I would not favor a continuance.
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Out at Utah State Hospital, John Woods and a lot of the
staff were watching the Board of Pardons bearing. One of his
assistants came up to Woods and said, "Gilmore looks more sane
than anybody in that room," and Woods said, "I agree." Woods
sat there, thinking, "This is the depths. This is porno­
graphic." Later, they got into a discussion whether shooting
or hanging was best, and Woods said, "Both full of shit. If
they're going to do away with a man, give him a heavy dose of
pentathol and let him go to sleep. Why in hell do they have
to pump him full of lead, or jerk his head off?" That got the
discussion over to blood atonement. Brigham Young had said
that for certain crimes the blood of no other animal could
suffice for sacrifice. It must be the blood of the criminal
himself. And Woods was a converted Mormon and had converted
in college precisely because he admired the way Mormons could
get the work out and he wanted to become serious at that time,
and get away from football, and into his biochemistry major
and had taken on Mormonism as a rational, even a technological 
way, of making an effective machine out of your life, and now



he was discovering all these goddamned primitive roots in his
adopted religion.. The case was getting really offensive to

him.

At the County Jail, they let Gibbs out for a little while
to the front office to watch the hearing together with some
cops and jailers who were all glued to the TV set. Gibbs
thought it was one hell of a soap opera. When Gary told the
court they were cowards, Gibbs started laughing out loud.
The cops and jailers gave him a funny look.

Gary won the hearing at the Board of Pardons by a vote
of 3-2. On TV they said the likelihood was that his execu­
tion would be set for December 6th, in order to come in under
the sixty day rule from his first being sentenced on October
7th. Gibbs thought, Gary Gilmore may only be on earth another
week.

Deseret News
Utah Action Horrifies Coalition

Salt Lake, Nov. 30—The National Coalition
against the death penalty, an association of
more than 40 national, religious, legal, minor­
ity, political and professional organizations,
issued a strong statement late Tuesday in regret
over the action of the Utah Pardon Board in
permitting the execution of murderer Gary Gil­
more to proceed . . .



"This makes possible the first court-
sanctioned homicide in the U.S. in 10 years"
the statement noted . . .

Organizations participating in the coalition
include the ACLU, the American Ethical Union,
The' American Friends Service Committee, The
American Ortho-Psychiatric Association, The
Central Conference of American Rabbis, and
others.


